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PART ONE 
HOW OUR BIBLE CAME TO BE 


Back, back, before the days of Abraham and Isaac, there 
were no books. But there were stories and storytellers. In 
the evenings the shepherd people sat outside their tents 
and listened to the stories. For years and years and years, 
stories were passed along from father to son. The people did 
not miss books because they could not yet read or write. 
They liked to hear how God had made the world and every- 
thing in it. They learned how their forebears had come to 
know God. 

Some years before the time of Abraham and Isaac, the 
knowledge of reading and writing came to the people of 
their country. The first writing was done on clay tablets. 
Their first books were scrolls made of long strips of sheep- 
skin or other animal skin. The writing was done in col- 
umns, from right to left, along the length of the strip of 
skin. Only a few priests and scribes could read and write. 
They wrote on the scrolls the stories that had been told for 
long years around the campfires—how God had made the 
world, how he had led his people and given them laws to 
live by. The stories were copied from scroll to scroll. The 
Old Testament stories came from the scrolls of long ago. 

During Old Testament times, before Jesus came to the 
world, preachers spoke to the people of Israel, or the Jew- 
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ish people, as they were later called. These preachers were 
known as prophets and they gave their people messages 
from God. The stories and messages of the prophets were 
written. You will find many of them in the Old Testament. 
You will also find the book of hymns that the people used 
in worshiping God. It is called the Psalms. 

Then Jesus came to earth and preached and taught. After 
his life on earth had ended, his disciples and friends told 
over and over the things that he did and said. At first a 
few hundred, then thousands and tens of thousands of 
people became followers of Jesus. They wanted to know his 
story and his teachings. So books were written to give the 
story of Jesus’ life and to tell of his teaching. These books 
are called the Gospels, which means “good messages.” You 
will find them in the first part of the New Testament. 

Paul was one of the greatest of the early followers of 
Jesus. He traveled far and wide to spread the teachings of 
Jesus. He founded Christian churches in the towns and cit- 
ies where he visited. As he traveled, Paul wrote letters to 
the new Christians to encourage and comfort them. His 
letters were read again and again. They were copied and 
sent around to be read in other Christian churches. The 
people who heard them felt as if Paul were talking to them. 
You can read some of Paul’s letters today in that part of 
the New Testament called the Epistles. 

As the centuries rolled by, wars and plagues swept over 
Europe and Asia. Towns and cities were destroyed, and 
with them their books and scrolls. Some Bibles were lost 
forever. Lately scholars have taken to exploring the sites 
of long-forgotten towns. In the ruins of old buildings they 
have come upon old copies of the Bible. In the drifting 
sands of Egypt they have found scraps of parchment that 
carried on them chapters of the Bible. Some of these scraps 
have been used in making new versions of the Bible. 
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In the midst of the wars the most peaceful places in all 
of Europe were the monasteries where the monks lived. 
Working away inside their quiet rooms, shut off from the 
world in their safe buildings, the monks made the most 
beautiful handwritten books the world has ever known. 
They wrote on sheets of parchment, which was made of 
carefully prepared sheepskin. The books they made were 
copies of the Bible. The Bible was their treasure. They dec- 
orated the pages with capital letters and with tiny draw- 
ings, in gold and blues and reds and greens. 

The monks traveled far and wide to carry the story of 
Jesus. When they went to a new country, they took a hand- 
made Bible with them. Some monks, sent by Pope Gregory, 
went from Rome to England, then a little known island. 
They carried with them a Bible translated into Latin. So 
did the monks who went to Germany and to other coun- 
tries of which little was known. The monks and their Bibles 
had a great influence on the people to whom they went. 
Slowly, slowly, over the years, those people learned what 
the monks taught and they became Christians. They could 
not learn quickly or well, because the Bibles were so few 
and because they were written in Latin. Only the monks 
could have those precious handmade volumes of the Bible. 

At last the printing press was invented. The first book to 
be printed on it was the Bible. Now many copies of the 
Bible could be produced and many people could own 
the book. The Latin Bible was the one most widely used 
at that time. But soon translations of it were made into the 
languages spoken by the people of the different countries 
of Europe. Tyndale translated the New Testament into 
English from Hebrew and Greek, had it printed in Ger- 
many, and smuggled into England. The leaders of the 
church were furious. They destroyed as many copies of 
Tyndale’s New Testament as they could find. Some years 
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later they had Tyndale arrested and put to death. But they 
could not stop the use of the Bible in English. 

Other translators of the Bible into English came after 
Tyndale. In the forty years following his death several new 
translations were made. The church leaders began to show 
less opposition to the people using the Bible. But the num- 
ber of copies printed was still small. There were not nearly 
enough to go around. The king ordered that copies of the 
version called the “Great Bible” should be placed in every 
church in England. Lest the eager people take away the 
Bibles to read at home, the books were chained to the pul- 
pits. Around 1600 there was argument about which English 
Bible was best. King James I ordered scholars to prepare 
a new version. This was done, and then many people could 
own the Bible, hold it in their hands, and read it. 

But some people wanted more than this. They wanted 
to be free to worship as they wished. So the Pilgrim Fathers 
left England and sailed for the New World. With them into 
the wilderness of New England went the translation of the 
Bible they were using at that time. It was called the Gen- 
eva Bible. It was their guide during the hard days of build- 
ing new homes for themselves. 

Settlers streamed into the new country of America. Vil- 
lages grew into towns and towns into cities. Year after year 
fresh parts of the country were opened up. Groups of set- 
tlers raised homes far from towns or churches. To them 
came the hardy circuit riders—preachers who rode their 
sturdy horses in a great circuit, stopping at settlement after 
settlement to carry the Bible message to the people. As 
the pioneers pushed ever westward, along with them went 
the hardy border preacher, the circuit rider with the Bible 
in his saddlebags. 

Now America is settled from coast to coast. In every part 
of the land there are homes and churches, out in the coun- 
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try as well as in towns and cities. Can you imagine a church 
today without a Bible? Or a church service in which there 
is no reading or quoting from the Word of God? Or a Chris- 
tian group that does not study the Bible or listen to its 
words? From North to South, from Hudson Bay to Mexico, 
from East to West, from the Atlantic to the Pacific, the 
Bible is found in the churches of America. 

Over the years there have been many revisions of the 
English Bible. Many scholars have translated the Bible, 
putting it into language people could more easily under- 
stand. One revision was an English one, done in 1881-85. 
Another was the American Standard Version in 1901. The 
most accurate and the most recent of the new translations 
is an American one, called the Revised Standard Version. 
It is the one now used by many churches. It helps us to 
understand more clearly what the writers of the Bible 
were saying. It helps us to understand God’s message. Not 
too long ago an amazing thing happened. Some old, old, 
old scrolls and parts of scrolls were found hidden in caves 
near the Dead Sea. Some of them were copies of certain 
books of the Bible, older than any known so far. Some pas- 
sages in them have been used in making clearer certain 
verses in the new revised translation. 

Not only in the churches is the Bible found. It is in Chris- 
tian homes all over the land. It can be seen in the hands of 
grownups and of children. Perhaps the book is a big one— 
a family Bible. Perhaps it is a brand-new Bible that a little 
girl has been given as she goes from the primary into the 
junior department, or it may be a Bible with big print for 
Grandfather, who is not seeing as well as he once did. It 
may be a Bible in Braille with raised dots for a blind person 
to read with his fingers. Or a Bible on records to be played 
for someone who cannot read. Anyone who wishes to buy 
one can have a Bible. The Bible is in our homes today. 


PART TWO 
THE BIBLE INTO ALL THE WORLD 


|. The Gospels of Lindesfarne 


England (690-750) 


In THE blue-gray waters off the coast of England there lay 
an island, fair as a dream. The breakers crashed upon it in 
storm, and the wind whipped it, and the rain drenched it. 
But on days when the sun shone it lay like a jewel in the 
sea and the little waves crept up softly to touch it with 
their quickly drawn-back fingers. 

The name of the island was like music upon the lips, and 
when people spoke of Lindesfarne, contentment came upon 
them. Later it was called the Holy Isle. Yet which name is 
better, each must judge for himself. 

On that island the body of St. Cuthbert lay, kept, as was 
the custom, in a place of honor in a chapel. For the monks 
who lived there loved the memory of this missionary monk 
and rejoiced that the body of their saint was with them. 

Back in the years between and around a.p. 690 and a.p. 
700 (and that is more than a thousand years ago), there 
lived on Lindesfarne a monk named Eadfrith. He was bish- 
op of the monks who dwelt there. The eyes of Eadfrith were 
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calm and full of courage. They needed to be so, for the 
times were full of danger and none knew when fire and 
death and terror would descend upon the peaceful commu- 
nity. The Viking raiders from Europe’s mainland came 
stealthily, in their swift dragonboats, and no one would be 
aware of them until their fierce battle cry rang out. 

But if the eyes of Eadfrith were full of courage, they were 
full of dreams as well—dreams of a day when men would 
lay down their swords and spears and follow a Leader whose 
banner is love. 

As Eadfrith ruled his tiny community, he worked, taking 
fair sheets of precious vellum and copying on them, with in- 
finite patience, the words of the Gospels, whose story tells 
of the life on earth of our Lord, Christ Jesus. For how shall 
swords be laid down unless the knowledge of Jesus, who can 
save the world from its sorrow, be spread abroad? 

Day after day, week after week, Eadfrith worked, mak- 
ing each letter with all the skill he possessed. Some letters 
were plain; others, and especially the letters at the begin- 
nings of pages, were glorious with color, holding in their 
curves delicately wrought pictures of saints and angels. 

Day after day, week after week, he worked, making the 
letters of each word with clear and beautiful shape. And so 
the words followed one after another—words in the Latin 
tongue, copied faithfully from the parchment volumes that 
were the monks’ only copies of the Bible. 

The seasons rolled by. Spring scattered blossoms on the 
storm-swept grass. They were matched with the color that 
blossomed under Eadfrith’s brushes in fanciful flower de- 
signs around the great capital letters of the Gospel of Mat- 
thew. Summer and autumn fled past and winter came. Still 
the patient fingers moved slowly and accurately across the 
pages. Eadfrith had need to warm them now and again, 


lest they be stiff with cold and mar the beauty of the work. 
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At last the copying of the Gospels was ended. The sheets 
were laid together by a hand other than Eadfrith’s, for his 
life was finished. The year 724 had come and Ethelwald was 
bishop. He ordered the book of the Gospels made stiff on the 
outside, so that the inner sheets might be protected. Bill- 
frith, the anchorite, took the book. With all his smith’s cun- 
ning he adorned the cover with gold and with silver and 
with precious stones. 

When Billfrith had finished his work and had touched the 
book lovingly and reverently for the last time, the Gospels 
in all their beauty were carried to the Shrine of Lindes- 
farne. There beside the body of St. Cuthbert they were laid. 

Then the lips of the monks moved in silent thanksgiving 
that nothing had hindered the completion of the book that 
Eadfrith in joy and devotion had prepared. 

Who knows, now that a thousand and more years have 
passed, how often the precious pages were turned by rever- 
ent hands, and the long, flowing Latin words were sounded 
by reading lips while the listening monks gave thanks for 
the Word of God? The Gospels were the monks’ treasure 
and delight through calm and storm for more than a hun- 
dred years. 

Then came that which they had feared. The dragonboats 
of the raiding Vikings were seen once more, and in fear and 
trembling the monks knew that fire and ruin and death 
would come stealing across the waters, even to Lindesfarne. 

The fair and beautiful book was hastily lifted by the 
monks from its place and was carefully wrapped. The body 
of St. Cuthbert was bound up for a long journey. Across the 
gray waters in their little boat went the monks, secretly, 
that none might know of the double treasure that they car- 
ried through the moonlight to the shores of England. 

Up and down the land the monks wandered, seeking safe 
haven for their treasure. Back to Lindesfarne they dared 
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not go, for there was no safety in that place, nor would 
there be for years to come. 

Even in England danger threatened. The raiding Vikings 
were there also. The monks determined to seek another isle 
where they might live and work in peace. 

So they boarded a ship, bound for Ireland—that fair, green 
isle. Only a tiny ship it was! And the sea was so great! With 
them the monks carried the Gospels of Eadfrith’s copying 
and the body of St. Cuthbert, their patron saint. 

As the ship beat its way onward, a frightful storm arose. 
The wind and the waves tore at it, carrying off all that was 
movable. The monks wept as they struggled for their lives. 
Before their eyes they saw the precious Gospels swept away, 
swallowed up in the towering waves that threatened to des- 
troy them also. The body of St. Cuthbert and themselves 
they managed to save. 

They were driven back to the shores of England, glad to 
escape with their lives. One and another said piously that it 
might be that St. Cuthbert willed not to have his body rest 
on Irish soil. 

However that may be, the monks gathered on the sea- 
shore, while the waves were still beating high. They gazed 
with longing into the wild waters that held their treasure— 
their precious Gospels. 

Now among the great masses of kelp and the welter of 
wreckage that the waves thrust forward and pulled back 
from shore there washed a bundle that had been upon that 
little ship. The storm-lashed waves carried the bundle and 
the bits of plank and the seaweed and the odds and ends 
higher and higher and finally tossed them up beyond their 
own withdrawing. There they lay, caught among the rocks. 

There came a morning when the storm died down to a 
whisper, worn out with its own violence. In the same day 
there was a low, low tide. Then down to the shore came the 
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people of the nearby villages, and with them the monks, to 
search among the rocks for whatever of value might have 
been tossed up by the tempest. 

They found masts and bits of sail and sturdy timbers 
from vessels that the storm had beaten to pieces. The vil- 
lagers rejoiced at the treasure. But the monks cared nothing 
for such things. With no real hope, they searched the drip- 
ping shore, till of a sudden they came upon a bundle wedged 
tightly between two rocks. 

What a shout then was raised! Could it be that here was 
that which they had lost? Or was it a bundle of garments or 
other books? The monks gathered around it. 

Curiously the villagers watched them open the bundle. 
Not one of them had to that day seen anything like that 
which lay within the water-soaked wrappings—great pages 
of vellum, bound in a cover studded with gold and silver 
and jewels that sparkled under the sun like the great sea it- 
self. And on the pages lines of black writing with wondrous 
bright pictures in blue and green and red and gold. 

“All praise to God!” whispered the monks. “For that our 
Gospels be safe!” 

“And not even damaged!” murmured one. “See, only a 
few of the sheets have been wet by the water of the sea!” 

So once more the great book of the Gospels and the body 
of St. Cuthbert resumed their journeyings. The monks car- 
ried them from one place to another as they themselves 
wandered homeless through the land. But they made no 
further attempt to take them to Ireland, although some of 
their number did indeed go there, and took with them the 
art of making the beautiful books. 

At last upon a day, they came to the monastery in the 
town of Chester-le-street and found refuge there for them- 
selves and their treasures. The monks of that place looked 
with awe upon the work of Eadfrith, the bishop, and of Bill- 
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frith, the anchorite. They examined the writing with love 
and delight, for they could see that a master hand and in- 
finite love and patience had wrought the work. 

The monks of Chester-le-street were not learned. They 
spoke the rough Anglo-Saxon tongue, which was the Eng- 
lish of that day. But few of them could read the Latin words, 
though the hunger to read lay strong in their hearts. 

Then spoke up Aldred who was one of themselves. He 
offered a plan and asked the consent of the monks of Lin- 
desfarne to it. After much thought and prayer, consent was 
given. 

The apple trees flowered and the murmur of bees filled 
the blossom-scented meadows. Yet Aldred heard none of it. 
Nor yet did he hear the sweet trilling of the birds, mad 
with the joy of springtime. 

He sat with the fair pages of the book of the Gospels be- 
fore him. And in the spaces between the lines of Latin 
words—spaces so broad that they seemed almost to have 
been made so for this purpose—he wrote the English mean- 
ing of the Latin words. 

Line after line, page after page, Gospel after Gospel, he 
set them all in, in his own Anglo-Saxon tongue. 

For how can swords be laid down, and spears be set to 
rest unless the knowledge of One who can save the world 
from its sin and from its sorrow be spread abroad? And 
how shall the story be spread unless each one can read it in 
his own tongue? 

Storms beat upon Lindesfarne. Bees hum among the apple 
trees of ancient Chester-le-street. And in a special place in 
London where the people of England keep their dearest 
treasures, you may even today see the ancient volume. Your 
eyes may rest upon the very words that Eadfrith and Aldred 
wrote, more than a thousand years ago, in the Gospels of 
Lindesfarne, the Holy Isle. 


2. The Cost of an English Bible 


England (1522-1536) 


Younc William Tyndale felt he was in great good luck. His 
work at the university was finished and he had a comfort- 
able position. He was to be tutor to the two sons of Sir 
John Walsh. 

Besides teaching the two little boys to read and write, he 
was chaplain to the household. He had to read the daily 
prayers and to conduct services. 

In those days people loved to argue about religious mat- 
ters. Martin Luther, over in Germany, had defied the pope 
and. started the Reformation, and that was always a fine 
subject for argument. England was still a Catholic country, 
but Tyndale, like Luther, thought more highly of the Bible 
and what it said than of the pope and what he said. So the 
arguments around Sir John Walsh’s table were lively, al- 
though more people sided against the young tutor than with 
him. 

Tyndale liked to preach in the village churches. And the 
people loved to hear him. He would read the Bible to them, 
putting its Latin words into English. He would explain the 
Bible teaching. When word went around that young Wil- 
liam Tyndale was to preach, the people gathered in crowds 
to listen. But alas, the older clergymen did not care at all 
for William’s preaching. He was in trouble with them all the 
time. He decided that if he had to choose between preach- 
ing what these older clergymen believed and what the Bible 
taught, he would choose to follow the Bible. 

“Ah,” thought Tyndale, “if only we had a copy of the 
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New Testament printed in English, so that people could 
have it and read it and know what it says. That’s what we 
need.” He had an idea. “T'll go to London,” thought Tyndale, 
“and I'll ask the Bishop of London if I may make a trans- 
lation of the New Testament. If he says it is all right, the 
printers will be willing to print it.” Tyndale didn’t say it out 
loud, but he knew that if the bishop did not say that it was 
all right, no printer in England would dare touch the job! 

Up to London went Tyndale, full of hope. 

He was an excellent scholar and knew Greek and Hebrew. 
He loved the Bible and wanted the people to have it in Eng- 
lish. The translating wouldn’t cost the bishop a penny. All 
Tyndale needed was a quiet room in the bishop’s household 
for working, and permission to make the translation. 

But the bishop didn’t say it was all right. He thought it 
was wrong to put the Bible into English for the common 
people. He had no intention of helping with any such pro- 
ject. 

“My home is full,” said the bishop to the disappointed 
young man. “I really cannot make you a member of my 
household. I have more mouths to feed now than I can 
manage.” 

All of which, of course, was the bishop’s way of saying 
that he would not give permission for the translation. 

“Oh, well,” said Tyndale to himself, as he walked slowly 
away from the bishop’s residence, “I can do some preaching 
and make the translation at the same time.” 

And this he started to do. He preached on Sundays and 
at weekday gatherings. For hours each day he studied the 
Bible and wrote down the verses and chapters in English. 

The longer Tyndale stayed in London and the more he 
talked to men who had been traveling in Europe, the more 
he came to understand that there was going to be a real 
struggle between those who wanted freedom of religion, like 
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Luther, and those who wanted to follow the pope’s rules 
and laws. 

‘I'd better get out of England,” decided William Tyn- 
dale. “The bishop isn’t the only one here who might make 
things very hard for me.” 

So in May of 1524, you might have seen a young man, 
tightly wrapped up in a long cloak, hanging to the railing 
of a sailing vessel that was carrying him across the stormy 
English Channel to a land new and strange to him, to the 
city of Hamburg in Germany. 

“I wonder,” thought young Tyndale, “how it would be to 
visit Martin Luther?” His heart beat just a bit harder at the 
thought of visiting that champion of religious freedom and 
of seeing the man around whom a storm of discussion raged. 

No one quite knows whether Tyndale spent the next year 
with Luther or not. Some of his friends seem to have been 
sure that he did some of his translating in the very town 
where Luther was living. Whether he did or not, we do not 
know. It seems probable that he visited and talked with the 
great man and was made stronger and more full of courage 
by knowing him. 

All during that year he worked on his translation of the 
New Testament. At last it was done and ready to be printed. 
Tyndale went to Cologne. There in that beautiful German 
city lived the most famous printers of that day, such as 
Peter Quental. 

“Will you print me three thousand copies of the New 
Testament in English?” asked William Tyndale of Peter 
Quental. 

“Gladly,” said Quental, and the work began. 

Tyndale didn’t know that Quental was at that very time 
printing a book for John Cochlaeus, who hated Luther and 
his works with all his heart. 

One day when John Cochlaeus had come to see how his 
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book was getting along, he heard the printers talking and 
laughing. 

“Hal” they said. “Won't the king of England tear his beard 
with rage!” They doubled up with laughter. “Here we are 
printing a translation of the New Testament in English, 
which is a thing he would never allow. Soon it will be sent 
into England, and all the pious Englishmen will become 
Lutherans!” 

Cochlaeus could hardly believe his ears. An English trans- 
lation of the New Testament being printed in Cologne! He 
hurried over to the printers and began to ask them ques- 
tions. But they would give him no information. More than 
one of them knew how Cochlaeus felt toward the transla- 
tions of the Bible by Luther. 

Cochlaeus did not despair. He invited the men to the 
tavern and treated them to drink after drink. “That will 
loosen their tight tongues,” he growled to himself. 

Loosen them the liquor did! Cochlaeus found out every 
single thing he wanted to know about William Tyndale’s 
translation. He shut his lips to a thin, hard line and went 
to his lodging and wrote a letter to the rulers of the great 
city of Cologne, telling what he had learned. 

The rulers wrote to England. The leading clergymen were 
furious. Plans were made to destroy Tyndale’s translation. 

But Tyndale received a warning of what was to happen. 
He and his friend William Roye rushed to the printers’ shop. 
They snatched up the precious handwritten sheets of the 
translation and wrapped them as carefully as they could in 
their haste. They fled from the city of Cologne and went to 
Worms. Once more a printer was engaged. The pages were 
set in type. The presses began to work. 

This time the printing was finished without interference 
and the task of smuggling the copies into England had to 
be faced. 
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It was simple at first to pack the printed books in with 
bales of cloth and other articles being sent to England, for in 
that way they could go to many, many towns and homes. 

People received them eagerly. 

To the horror and indignation of the king and of the 
Bishop of London and of the other high church officials, the 
thing they had done all in their power to prevent had hap- 
pened. The New Testament in English was actually being 
put into people’s hands and being read by them. The knowl- 
edge made the church officials furious. 

When the officials finally got hold of a copy, they were 
angrier than ever, and not altogether without cause. For 
Tyndale had printed comments in the margins of his New 
Testament. Some of the comments were about the clergy- 
men and the pope and were anything but complimentary]! 
These remarks by Tyndale, printed there in the margin for 
everyone to read, were simply the last straw. 

“Burn them!” shouted the bishop. “Burn every last one 
of the New Testaments that you can find!” 

And burn them they did! Sometimes they burned just a 
few. But often they made a great bonfire of all the books 
that the church didn’t like. 

Attempts were made to seize Tyndale at Worms, but he 
escaped to Marburg. In 1529 he went to Antwerp. 

One day the Bishop of London was talking to a merchant 
named Mr. Packington. “When you are over in Antwerp, 
hunt me out those New Testaments,” he begged. “Buy them 
for whatever they cost you, and I will pay you,” he urged. 

Packington went to Antwerp on his next trip and hunted 
up William Tyndale. “How about selling some of the Testa- 
ments at a good price?” he asked. 

“To whom?” 

“To the Bishop of London,” said Packington with a quick 
wink of the eye. 
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Tyndale thought it over. The Bishop of London would 
pay a good price to get hold of hundreds of Testaments to 
burn. With the money Tyndale could print more hundreds 
and just that many more people would be able to own and 
read them. 

One day a little later, Packington went to the Bishop of 
London with a mule loaded with the Testaments. He took 
his pay for them and received the bishop’s thanks with a 
solemn face. But he laughed heartily when on his next trip 
to the continent he turned the money over to William Tyn- 
dale. With it Tyndale printed more copies of the New Testa- 
ment than Packington had sold to the bishop. 

The years slipped by, and William Tyndale printed more 
and more Testaments. All the while he worked at translating 
the Old Testament. 

One day, in 1535, a man who had pretended to be a 
friend of Tyndale invited him to go with him out from the 
safe house where he was living in Antwerp. Tyndale gladly 
went with the man. But the man was really an enemy. He 
led Tyndale directly to an armed guard who threw him 
into prison. 

After a while Tyndale was allowed a candle in the eve- 
ning, so that he might not have to sit alone for the long 
hours in the darkness. He was even allowed to have his 
Hebrew Bible, grammar, and dictionary. 

Day after day in his lonely prison cell Tyndale worked, 
translating the chapters of the Old Testament. 

Months passed. A year went by. 

Nothing his friends could do secured his release. The 
angry haters of Luther and of a Bible that could be read 
by the people were too strong. 

And then one day Tyndale was led out and strangled at 
the stake, and his body was burned. 

But even when he knew he was to die, Tyndale was not 
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afraid. He was glad—glad that he had given his life to trans- 
lating the Bible into English and smuggling the copies to 
England. He knew that just one thing was needed to com- 
plete his work. And before he died he prayed one fervent 
prayer: “Lord, open the king of England’s eyes!” He felt 
sure that if the king could come to see how important it was 
that people should have the Bible in English, he would 
order copies printed. 

It was only a year after that the king changed his mind 
about the Bible. “It is right to have the Bible in English,” 
said King Henry VIII. The friends of Tyndale rejoiced. 
They knew that nothing would have pleased him more 
than to know that no longer did Bibles need to be smuggled 
into the land, and that his work had made it easier for the 
common people to have the Bible in their own language. 


3. Reading the Great Bible 


England (after 1536) 


Kinc Henry VIII rubbed his forehead fretfully. Thomas 
Cromwell had been talking to him again about the need for 
an English Bible. 

“There is too much quarreling about the Bible,” Cromwell 
had said. “Some want to use Tyndale’s version and some like 
Thomas Matthew’s. Still others say that the new Bible of 
Miles Coverdale is the best. The king should say which Bible 
is the best to use. The king should order that an English 
Bible be printed for the people of England. It should be 
placed in every parish church for the people to read.” 

Cromwell had talked until King Henry had shown that 
he was weary of the subject. Then he had withdrawn, for in 
those days a king’s counselor did not linger when his royal 
master showed displeasure. 

During the next few weeks, Henry thought often of 
Cromwell’s words. Finally he said to himself as he stroked 
his silky beard, “It is a good idea and I will do it.” 

“After all,” muttered Henry, “I am now the head of the 
Church in England and I can order a Bible printed if I 
wish!” He shouted, “Send me Thomas Cromwell!” 

When Thomas Cromwell came striding into the room, the 
king waved his hand. “Have a new Bible printed in English,” 
said he, as if he had thought of the idea all by himself. 

Thomas Cromwell bowed and went smilingly away. A 
little later he talked to Miles Coverdale, who had had 
printed the first entire Bible in the English language. “Will 
you prepare the text?” he asked. 
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Miles Coverdale agreed. He could use the translation he 
had already made. 

“It would be well to have it printed in Paris,” suggested 
Cromwell. “The best presses are there. I can assure you, 
he added grimly, “that the king will not be content with 
anything but the very best.” 

Miles Coverdale set to work. 

After a while Coverdale had the first part of the copy 
ready. As fast as his pages were prepared, the presses of 
Paris ran them off. While the first pages were in the presses, 
printers worked busily setting up other pages in type. The 
Bible that the king had ordered printed would soon be 
ready. Some of its pages were sent over to England. 

But after a while Cromwell became uneasy. There was 
danger in Europe. Those who did not want the common 
people to have the Bible were struggling to suppress it. 
Cromwell knew that these enemies might suddenly come 
with armed men, seize and burn the presses, the paper, 
the printed pages, and the copy. 

Some pages actually had been seized and sold to a hatter 
by the enemies. Cromwell gave orders to have the ma- 
terials rushed to England. “Here,” said he with his tight- 
lipped smile, “we can work without interruption!” 

Coverdale and an English printer brought the type, the 
paper, and the printers to England and the work went on. 

At last, in 1539, the Bibles were printed. They were huge. 
People called the edition the “Great Bible” because it was 
so big. 

“Now that it is printed,” said King Henry, “it must be 
read!” 

He issued a proclamation. The proclamation said that the 
Bible was to be read in the churches. And it added that 
three or four copies of the Bible were to be placed on read- 
ing desks in various parts of the larger churches, so that 
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people who wished to do so might read for themselves. 

What Henry VIII ordered was usually done in a hurry. 
It was not long before the worshipers going into the great 
churches and cathedrals of England found reading desks set 
here and there. And on each desk lay one of the beautiful 
new Great Bibles. Each Bible was firmly chained to its 
desk, so that no one might carry it off. 

Now in those days, reading was not as usual as it is to- 
day. Only a few people could read and there were few 
books. Most people who could read did so out loud. So 
when a merchant stopped in front of the Great Bible, he 
would turn the pages till he came to something that inter- 
ested him and then he would read aloud. Those around 
him, particularly if they themselves could not read, listened 
with interest and attention. 

After a while, when the merchant was gone, a scholar 
might come. And he, too, turning the thick pages, would 
begin to read out loud. 

Perhaps a schoolboy, or a nobleman’s daughter, or a clerk 
from some store might happen in. And each was delighted 
to find the Bible and to read. Perhaps some read louder 
than was necessary, so that everyone within hearing might 
say, “Ah, there is someone who knows how to read!” and 
look with admiration at that person. Who knows? 

At any rate, the ones who read aloud from the new treas- 
ure of England seemed not to be bothered by the fact that 
sometimes a service was going on. So it often happened 
that right in the middle of a sermon, a loud voice would 
begin reading from the Psalms. Or perhaps one voice would 
rise, shouting the Ten Commandments from one side of the 
church, while another as loudly read the Beatitudes from 
the other side. And the attention of the congregation would 
be sadly distracted from the words of the preacher who 
was addressing them. 
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So for a while there was confusion during the church 
services. A rule had to be made—“Do not read aloud when 
services are going on.” When there was no service those 
who wished to do so might read aloud from the Bibles 
placed so handily for their use. 

King Henry VIII smiled as he stroked his beard. Little 
did he know how very soon the chained Bibles were to be 
snatched from the reading desks and the reading of the 
Bible by the people forbidden! For when his daughter Mary 
ruled after him, she took away the English Bibles from the 
churches. 

But then, neither could he know that after a time the 
custom he had started would be established once more and 
a free people would have freedom to read, whenever and 
however they pleased, the words of the Bible—their guide 
and their light upon the pathway to God. 


4. The Church That Had No Bible 


India (1806) 


PaLM trees stood out against a blue, blue sky, with wind 
whipping their branches. It was a hot wind, and people 
stayed as close inside their houses as they could. 

“I knew it was hot in India, but never had I imagined 
such heat as this!” muttered Mr. Buchanan, the newly ar- 
rived chaplain for the East India Company. 

“It will be hotter before the rains break,” said those who 
had been living longer in that sun-drenched land. “Do you 
want to ship back to England? There’s a vessel due to sail 
next week.” 

Mr. Buchanan sighed. There could be no question about 
his going back to green, cool England. He had work to do 
here and he intended to do it. 

The months rolled by and Mr. Buchanan became more 
used to the climate. He learned something of the language 
and became interested in the people of the west coast of 
India. 

Then he discovered something that interested him more 
than anything he had yet come across. He found that there 
were some Indian Christian churches in Travancore that 
were very old. He had always thought that India was a 
country with no Christian churches except those started by 
modern missionaries. 

The people in these churches were called St. Thomas 
Christians. Priests led the services and taught the people. 

“But India has not been a Christian land. It is a pagan 
land!” cried puzzled Mr. Buchanan. 
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“Ah, yes. Just the same, churches have existed here on 
the west coast of India ever since the days when St. Thomas 
himself came and preached to our ancestors,” the St. Thomas 
Christians proudly told him. “Our church is older than al- 
most any other.” 

Mr. Buchanan was shown their buildings. On them were 
carved writings. People who knew about such things told 
Mr. Buchanan that those carvings were more than a thou- 
sand years old. So were some of the crosses on the buildings. 

“If the buildings are that old,” thought Mr. Buchanan, 
“the church itself must be still older. It must have been 
started hundreds of years before the buildings that are 
here today. I wonder! I wonder! Could Thomas, the disciple 
who followed Jesus up and down the dusty roads of Judea 
and Galilee, really have come to India? Is it possible that 
he walked the dusty roads of this land so far from his own 
country and preached the wonderful message of God’s love 
to the people of India?” 

“No one knows. But we have always been called the 
St. Thomas Christians, and we ourselves believe that St. 
Thomas did come. Our church goes back further than any 
written record,” said those he questioned. 

Mr. Buchanan began to find out more about the churches. 
Somehow they did not seem to be getting along very well. 
The churches were not growing. The people were not living 
as though they knew the Christian teachings. 

One day Mr. Buchanan was talking to the priests. “Do 
you have a Bible?” he asked. 

“Oh, yes,” they smiled. “We have copies of the Bible. 
They exist. But they are written in a language called Syriac. 
None of the people speak or read or understand that lan- 
guage here. We read from the Syriac Bible sometimes in 
the church service. But only the priests understand! So it is 
really not much use reading.” 
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“I should think not!” said Mr. Buchanan to himself. “How 
can a church exist at all without God’s Word in the hearts 
of its people?” 

Out loud he asked, “Why don’t you translate it so that 
the people can understand it?” 

“Translate it!” The priests seemed surprised. They seemed 
even a little shocked. “You mean translate the Bible? Put 
the Holy Scriptures into a language different from the 
Syriac? Why, we never heard of a Bible in the language that 
the common people understand!” 

Mr. Buchanan took out his copy of the Bible. “Here, look 
at this.” They examined it. “This is the Bible translated into 
my language, the language of the common people of Eng- 
land. Your people should have the Bible translated into 
their language.” 

“Into Malayalam? Into the language of Travancore?” 

“Certainly. That is what the people speak, isn’t it?” 

It took some time to persuade the priests. They had 
thought of the Bible as something rather magical, to be 
opened with reverence and ceremony and read in its ancient 
syllables by one of the few who could do so. They had 
thought of it as something to be heard with the ears but 
not as something to be understood by the mind. 

Mr. Buchanan kept on with his argument. At last he 
won. 

“We will do it,” the priests agreed. “We will begin with 
the Gospels, the story of the life of our Lord on earth.” 

So the priests sat down with the old, old Syriac version 
before them which only they understood. They began the 
long, hard task of translating the four Gospels. Sentence by 
sentence, chapter by chapter, book by book, the work was 
done. When the Gospels were all written out in the every- 
day speech of the people of Travancore, the priests took 
the manuscript to Bombay. There were the presses on which 
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it could be printed. Mr. Buchanan was in Bombay and he 
agreed to arrange for the printing and to oversee it. 

In 1811 Mr. Buchanan saw the four Gospels printed, only 
five years after he had first found out about the church with 
the Bible in Syriac. 

What a day it was when the printed copies went back to 
Travancore! What a day when the priests stood up in 
church and read to the people in their own language about 
Jesus and his teachings! 

“This is new!” cried the people. “This is real!” 

They and their priests began to compare the teachings 
and practices of their church with what the New Testa- 
ment said. 

“We must change our ways,” they decided. “We must 
follow the teachings of Jesus and not just the old traditions.” 

Thus there came about a change in the old, old church. 
So great were the changes that the church adopted a new 
name for itself, taken from the idea that its members were 
St. Thomas Christians. It is now called the Mar Thoma 
Church, in memory of St. Thomas, who first brought the 
teachings of Jesus to the shores of India. The church is 
guided now by those same teachings read from the Bible, 
and it has become eager to give the message of the gospel 
to others. 

The Bible is used in the services now, and there are copies 
in the homes of the people. “We each like to have our own 
copy of God’s Word,” the people say. “How can we know 
how God wants us to live unless we read the teachings of 
the Bible?” 

So the church that had no Bible has become a church 
that is living by the Bible. It has changed and become wide- 
awake and alive. It is a blessing to its members and to the 
people around who still have not come to be followers of 
Jesus. 


5. Biscuits into Bibles 
New Hebrides (1848-1872) 


“Lanp!” bellowed the lookout far up in the crow’s nest. His 
voice came down to the deck of the sturdy oaken ship that 
was plowing its way through the blue waters of the Pacific. 

“Land!” he shouted once again. 

No one had waited for the second call. Every man on the 
ship had rushed to catch a glimpse of the sight that they had 
longed to see. The sailors sprang up among the billowing 
white sails to get a better look. The few passengers hurried 
to the prow. Among them was John Geddie. 

He was eager to see land. It was going to be different 
from anything that he had ever seen in all his life. John was 
from the province of Nova Scotia in Canada. The waves 
of the Atlantic Ocean beat upon the shores of his land. Dark 
firs and pines, snow and ice, and short, sweet summer were 
what he had always known. 

Now he had come to live in the South Sea Islands. He was 
to carry the gospel message to the people of the New Heb- 
rides Islands. That is, he was to carry to them the gospel 
message if he escaped being eaten by cannibals. 

It was some hours after sighting land that the ship came 
close enough to the first island for John to see it clearly. He 
gazed and gazed. Like green emeralds on the blue ocean 
lay the islands. Great palm trees rose from them. White 
sand fringed them. 

The people of Aneityum, on which John landed, were 
friendly to visitors and traders. There was no danger there 
of his being eaten to make a cannibal feast. 
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He was even able to get the use of a native house, and he 
found the dark-skinned, dark-eyed islanders willing to have 
him live among them, even though they were not particu- 
larly interested in the idea of his teaching them about God. 

“We have our own gods,” said one to another, “and why 
should we care about the god of a bleached-out person like 
this stranger?” 

John stood on the beach with the crowd of dusky-skinned 
men, women, and children to watch the ship sail off. All 
around him the people were laughing and talking to one 
another. Not one word could John understand. 

“Tll have to learn their language,” he said to himself. 
“That’s the first thing.” He began to listen to the sound and 
the swing of their sentences while his eyes followed the 
white sails getting smaller and smaller in the distance un- 
til they were gone. 

The island men who traded with the ships that came 
knew enough English to help John get the things he actually 
needed. But the English words in which the islanders of- 
fered arrowroot for sale and in which they asked for the 
few articles they could afford to buy from the ship were 
not those that could be used in telling the people about 
God's love. Nor did they have anything much to do with 
telling the story of Jesus. 

“I don’t want to teach the islanders English,” said John 
to himself, “so that they can read an English Bible and 
listen to Christian teaching in English. I want to learn the 
Aneityum language that they speak, so that when I tell a 
Bible story the oldest grandmother and the littlest child will 
understand it. I want to learn to speak so well and so ex- 
actly that the people will think it is one of themselves who 
is talking.” 

Very soon John had learned a great many words of the 
island language. But he wanted to do better than that. He 
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wanted to have the islanders say certain words over and over 
and over, so slowly that he could find out exactly where 
he should put his tongue and how he should hold his lips 
to make each sound correctly. “Thistle,” said John to him- 
self, noticing that to make the “th” sound in English, he 
had to put his tongue under and against his upper teeth 
with his lips open. Then he said “what,” and smiled as he 
found he must draw his lips up into a circle and almost 
blow through them. 

“I wonder,” said he, “whether the sounds of the language 
I'm trying to learn are made in such different ways. I must 
get help from the people of the islands.” 

Now the islanders were glad enough to tell John words 
for objects around them. But they thought it silly and un- 
dignified to say a word over and over, very slowly, while 
John tried to see just how their lips and their tongues 
and their teeth were held. 

So they stalked away offended, and John began to think 
he would never get the language sounds correctly and 
exactly. And unless he did, he could not invent a way to 
write them down. 

One day John was nibbling at some hardtack. It was the 
stiff, tough ship’s biscuit that was used instead of bread on 
long voyages because it kept so well. At first John had re- 
fused to eat hardtack, but after a while he came to like the 
dry, salty flavor and to enjoy nibbling at a biscuit. The 
ship’s captain had left a box of the hardtack with him. 

One man who had been helping John with words and 
had stalked off in disgust came sauntering by. Almost with- 
out thinking, John tossed him a bit of hardtack. “Have a 
biscuit!” said John in English. 

His helper bit cautiously into it. Then he tried again. 
Soon he was nibbling around the edges, delighted with the 
taste. Never had he eaten anything just like this. 
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It wasn’t long before his hand was stretched out for an- 
other. 

John had an idea. 

“Tl trade you!” said John. 

And trade him he did. But what he got in return was not 
trade goods. It was language sounds. 

Before long other men found out that the strange foreign 
food was to be had for nothing more than making silly 
repetitions of certain sounds in front of the odd person who 
was trying to learn their language. There was no lack of 
helpers now, willing to repeat as often as necessary any 
word that John had a notion to hear. 

Biscuit after biscuit was handed over to the islanders. 
One after another the sounds of the language became clear 
and easy for John to repeat. 

Meanwhile he was working out an alphabet for the many 
sounds. And he was putting the words of the language into 
writing. 

It was not long before John was able to talk to the people 
about God. He began to tell them the story of Jesus. 

The story he told them was from the Book of Mark. As 
he worked out the words and told the story, he wrote it 
down. Then he took his Bible and wrote down more exactly 
the very words of the Gospel of Mark. 

The islanders had come to know John well before that 
was finished. They had grown to love and trust him. Many 
were the fishing expeditions on which they took him. He vis- 
ited their fields of arrowroot and saw how they grew the 
crop and got it ready to sell to the ships that came to buy 
it. He saw their worship and heard the legends and the 
stories of their island gods. He found out the customs of 
their lives and how they lived. 

Patiently he taught them, and in time many of them be- 
came Christians. 
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Besides his teaching John spent part of each day working 
on the translation of the Bible, starting with the Gospel of 
Mark. After it was finished, he sent it to Sydney to be 
printed. Then he went on with the translation of the New 
Testament. 

When the little printed Gospels of Mark arrived back on 
the island, the people were delighted. Some of them could 
already read a few words. Most of them could read none. 
John Geddie set to work to teach them. 

All the while he was working away at his translation. 
When the Gospel of Matthew was finished it was printed on 
a little press that John had bought for use on the island. 

In time the whole New Testament was translated. 

“Now,” said John joyfully to his island friends, “we must 
have the New Testament printed.” 

John realized that it would take a lot of money. It could 
not be done on the little press of the island. 

John called the chief men of the island together. “We 
now have the New Testament in your language,” said he. 

“True! And it is a very wonderful thing that it should be 
so,” answered the oldest leader. 

“The next thing is to have many copies made on a 
machine.” 

The men waited for him to continue. 

“That takes money.” 

No one said a word. 

“I have no money,” said John Geddie sadly. 

“Neither have we,” said the chief men. 

There was silence for a while. John said, “Your people 
grow arrowroot for sale to the ships that pass. Would they 
be willing to set aside one-tenth of their crop and sell it 
separately? Would they be willing to give the money they 
received for that one-tenth toward printing the Bible?” 

The chief men went away and talked to the people. 
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The people were willing. Each one said he would set 
aside one-tenth of his crop. 

So they did. And when that one-tenth was harvested and 
sold, the money came to two thousand dollars! 

John sent his precious copy of the New Testament in 
the language of the islanders, and with it the money, to a 
faraway place where the printing could be done. 

Months passed and no word of the printing came to the 
island. Then one day a passing ship unloaded some bundles 
for John Geddie. They held the long-awaited Testaments. 

Each family received one and there were some left over. 

A great many of the people still could not read. 

“We'll have everyone learn!” said John. 

So a contest was held. Prizes were offered to those who 
could read best from the New Testaments. 

How hard the islanders worked! More than two thousand 
of them began to read. 

Two thousand people were reading the Testaments every 
day. And the rest of the people on that island were listening 
to the reading and to the teaching. John Geddie was a busy 
man. He was now at work on the translation of the Old 
Testament. By 1872 most of it was done. 

Twenty-four years had gone by since John Geddie first 
heard that shout of “Land!” from the crow’s nest of the 
ship that was bringing him to the island. And in that twen- 
ty-fourth year, John Geddie died. 

“He has left us for the heavenly home,” said his sor- 
rowing islanders. And they put up a tablet in the biggest 
church on the island. On it were these words: 


WHEN HE LANDED IN 1848 

THERE WERE NO CHRISTIANS HERE; 
AND WHEN HE LEFT IN 1872 
THERE WERE NO HEATHEN, 


0. In an Unknown Tongue 
Canada (1855-1864) 


Joun Wo sey shivered as he waded out of the icy stream 
that came tumbling down from the high slopes of the Ca- 
nadian Rockies. The two scantily clad Indians who were his 
guides waited scornfully while he put on his clothing. He 
had taken it off and carried it, bound securely to his shoul- 
ders, across that slippery riverbed. 

His shoes were soaked. He had had to choose between 
getting them wet and cutting his feet on the sharp rocks of 
the riverbed. His handknit wool socks felt warm to his 
numbed feet, but it was hard getting the wet shoes back on 
over them. 

He smiled wryly. He would warm up again, soon enough, 
trying to keep up the pace of his Indian companions. If he 
had understood them aright, they would reach, sometime 
in the afternoon, the tepees of the tribe they sought. 

John Wolsey’s heart beat a little faster. There was always 
the chance, when he visited a tribe for the first time, that it 
would be his last visit to anyone. So far he had succeeded in 
making friends with the chiefs and no harm had come to 
him. But there was always the possibility that things would 
go wrong in the end. Then his scalplock would adorn the 
outfit of some gallant brave and his dead body would be 
thrown out for wild animals to devour. 

He stumbled along the rocky trail till he warmed up, and 
then moved almost as quickly and quietly as the Indians. He 
was learning, on these long, wild trips, to make the most of 
his strength. 
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A sudden stop made him look up. 

The younger guide was gazing ahead and a little to one 
side. A thin column of smoke rose into the air. 

“My people!” said the young warrior. “Wait here.” 

John Wolsey did not question the order. The young man 
would go forward and tell of the coming of the Pale Face, 
and win him, at least, a hearing. Meantime the older warrior 
guarded the traveler, lest a wandering hunter of the camp 
should come by and think him fair game. 

It was almost an hour before John’s young companion re- 
tured, slipping noiselessly among the evergreens that 
crowded one another over these foothills of the mighty 
range. 

He motioned to the travelers. “The chief will receive 
you,” he said briefly. 

There was no need for him to say more. John had been 
working hard since he came, so few months ago, among 
these Crees. He knew a few words of their language now 
and had learned to understand the simple directions of his 
guides. But he still could not follow their conversation with 
one another and he could say nothing of importance to 
them, beyond that which covered the needs of the day. 

The chief and his braves scowled as John Wolsey came 
into the camp. What could a Pale Face be wanting with 
them? And he carried no great pack of presents either! 

John Wolsey walked steadily toward the group. Then he 
stopped and extended both hands. “Friends!” he said. 

Then he motioned to the older guide. “Tell them,” he 
said. 

The older man spoke. He had seen John Wolsey visit 
other tribes and he knew what happened on those visits. 

“This Pale Face travels with no weapons,” said he. “He 
carries instead, O Chief, a bundle of white sheets, thinner 
than birch bark, tougher than leaves. On them are marks as 
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if twigs burned to charcoal had been drawn across them. 
This he takes, and holding it, he fastens his eyes upon it.” 

The chief bent forward to listen. The braves drew in a 
long breath. What was this strange thing that the Pale Face 
didP 

The guide went on. “Then, O Chief, by some magic that 
I do not understand, this Pale Face who cannot speak our 
language, opens his mouth, and the words of our tongue 
come from his lips. Tales that no one of our people has ever 
heard before come roundly forth from his mouth. And the 
teachings are about a Great Spirit who is like a loving 
father.” 

“Magic!” whispered the women and children, hidden be- 
hind the deerskins at the doors of the tepees. “Surely he is 
a powerful one, this Pale Face.” 

“Magic?” questioned the chief. “Does he make spells and 
incantations?” 

“Not so,” said the guide. “He is like any other Pale Face. 
Yet, not quite like, for although he is ignorant and cannot 
follow a forest trail as plain as a hand leading him, he en- 
dures with fortitude. And anger never governs him. Nor 
does he complain when game is scarce and we must needs 
travel without food.” 

“And what does he want of us? He is far, far from his 
own people,” said the chief suspiciously. 

“He wants to sit around the fire when the camp is quiet 
after the day’s hunt and men’s hunger is stilled by food. He 
will unfasten his pack and bring out the white pieces with 
the black marks upon them, and then open his lips and say 
the words that the magic guides him to speak. That is all 
that he wishes, O Chief.” 

The chief considered. He did not care for the Pale Faces. 
Only last moon, two trappers who had come blundering 
along had lost their scalps. He did not like the Pale Faces 
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with their firewater that made the young braves boastful 
and foolish. 

But this man—somehow he looked different. He stood 
firmly among them, with no trace of fear upon his face— 
only a great friendliness. 

“Let him stay. Tell the women to set up a tepee for him. 
But guard him. It may be a trick,” said the wily chief. 

Well within the lines of the other tepees, a small one was 
pitched for John Wolsey. He unpacked his blanket and his 
one change of clothing. From the very center of the pack, 
wrapped in soft doeskin, he took those thin white sheets of 
which the guide had spoken. 

He tured the little bundle of paper sheets over in his 
hands and looked at the letters on them. He turned the 
pages slowly, deciding from the references just what he 
would read to these Indians who had never, in all their 
lives, heard one word from the Bible. 

Then John Wolsey smiled to himself, because he himself 
could not understand more than a word here and there of 
what he was going to read. 

“Td not have thought it!” he murmured. “To come into 
a camp of Indians whose language I do not know and to 
read to them the message of the gospel with words I do not 
understand!” He looked at the pages again. 

“Surely,” he half-whispered, “surely God himself guided 
James Evans’ to invent this writing for the Cree tongue, for 
it is so simple that I, who do not know that language, can 
read its sounds. And the sounds carry its meaning to the 
ears that listen.” 

Then he knelt there in his little tepee and prayed. He 
prayed that he might be guided to choose the right passage 
from the pages of the Bible that he carried. He prayed that 


1See page 183 for information about James Evans and the Cree 
alphabet. 
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the hearts of the Indians might be opened to hear the mes- 
sage of God’s love. Most of all he prayed that he might al- 
ways behave with such friendliness, love, and courage that 
the wild Indian braves might want to know more of the 
Great Spirit whom he worshiped. 

The slow twilight drew to a close. The evening meal was 
over. The campfire blazed, throwing leaping shadows of 
squaw and brave against the rock walls of the lonely valley 
in which the camp was set. 

John Wolsey sat calmly waiting. At last the chief mo- 
tioned to him and he strode forward. He knelt so the flick- 
ering flame lighted up the pages in his hand. 

He read, slowly and clearly, although the sounds that 
came from his lips had no meaning to his ears. 

The chief and the braves stared motionless at first. And 
then, of a sudden, they realized that the sounds coming 
from the lips of the Pale Face were speaking to them in 
words they could understand. 

“In the beginning the Great Spirit created the heavens 
and the earth—” and on through the story of Creation. 

John Wolsey turned to another sheet. 

“The Great Spirit so loved the world that he sent his only 
beloved Son—” 

There was no sound but the crackling of the wood in the 
fire and the stir of a breeze in the tops of the evergreens. 

Again John Wolsey took a new sheet. He read of Jesus 
as he taught and healed and ministered to the needy. 

The fire died down to embers, but no one moved hand 
or foot. A baby whimpered in its mother’s arms and she 
soothed it quickly, yet did not stop listening. 

Then John Wolsey spoke haltingly the few words of Cree 
that he had memorized. The words told the Indians that 
God, the Great Spirit, loved them as he loved all his other 
children. They said to the Indians that God wanted them 
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to love him and live as his children, walking in the trail 
that had been marked by the Lord Jesus Christ. 

There was silence by the campfire. At last the chief spoke. 
“It is a strange story,” he said. “Never has anyone come with 
such a story. Is there more?” He pointed to the pages. 

John Wolsey motioned to his guide. The older brave 
spoke. “Again and again he makes his lips speak, gazing 
always at the sheets he holds in his hands, for two nights, 
for three nights, for four nights. And then, unless the chief 
asks him to spend more nights by his campfire, he goes on,” 
added the older guide. 

“Goes on where?” 

The young brave spoke. “From here, O Chief-of-My-Peo- 
ple, he returns to his own place. Many days’ journey have we 
come, stopping for two days, for three days, for four days 
at the tepees of our people wherever we found them. When 
it is your wish to send him away, I have given my word to 
guide him back to his own people.” 

“Good.” The chief rose swiftly. “Tomorrow night we will 
hear these words again. They are strange—strange.” 

The braves leaped to their feet. Someone covered the 
coals with ashes. The moon just looking down into the val- 
ley saw only dark figures slipping into their tepees. 

Rolled in his blanket, John Wolsey lay for a few moments 
with open eyes. He was content. He was more than content, 
for as he had read that evening, sounding forth the syllables 
from the black letters that lay before him, he had seen faces 
alight with interest. “Some day, please God,” murmured 
John Wolsey drowsily, “the Cree people will know how to 
read, and missionary men and women who know their 
speech will come among them, and bring them the whole 
Bible of whose pages I have so few.” And thinking of that 
day, he fell asleep, unafraid in the midst of a tribe whose 
first white friend he was. 


7. When the “Morning Star” Sailed 


Gilbert Islands (1856-1894) 


TuE Morning Star set her sails to the wind and slipped out 
of old Boston Harbor. She was a special kind of vessel—a 
missionary ship. The children of the Congregational 
churches had her for their very own ship, to carry mission- 
aries to far-off islands and to visit them and carry supplies 
to them from time to time. 

On the rough dock there were a group of people whose 
lips moved silently in prayer as the good ship sailed farther 
and farther from them. They prayed for those on board for 
a safe voyage first, and for their welfare in the cannibal is- 
lands of the South Seas after their journey was over. 

On board, the passengers felt a strange thrill. They were 
leaving home and country and friends, perhaps never to see 
them again. Like Paul, they were going to strange places 
and among unfriendly people. Like him, they had just one 
purpose in mind and that was to carry the gospel to the 
islands of the South Seas. 

Young Hiram Bingham, just twenty-five years old, and 
his wife, who was younger, stood together at the ship’s rail. 
They had all the courage of their ancestors who had come 
to America, then an unknown land. Now they themselves 
were going to an unknown country and they hoped to make 
it a Christian land. 

On sailed the ship. Far to the south it went, till it came 
to the tip of South America. Around the tip it went, and 
then turned north and west. On and on and on! Finally it 
came to a group of islands that we now call Hawaii. 
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There Hiram Bingham and his wife landed. They were 
going to stay there for a few months before sailing on. 

Hiram was no stranger to the Hawaiian Islands. He had 
been born there and he loved the place. His father had gone 
there as a missionary. Hiram had watched his father trans- 
late the Bible into the Hawaiian language. He had even 
done his small share to help by carrying pages to the 
printer. 

At last the time came to go on from Hawaii. The Morning 
Star, which spent its time sailing from one missionary out- 
post to another, was ready to set out for the Gilbert Is- 
lands. Those islands were a thousand miles to the southwest 
of Hawaii. They lay like tiny jewels in the vast Pacific. It 
was to one of them that Hiram and his wife were to go. 
Across the thousand miles of ocean the ship sailed steadily 
with her passengers. 

Once more the gallant little Morning Star came to anchor. 
But this time it was within the reef of a lagoon on the island 
of Apaiang. Hiram Bingham and his wife were ready to 
disembark. Their few possessions were lowered and taken 
to the beach in the ship’s rowboat. 

The shores were lined with dark-skinned natives. Their 
faces were not unfriendly, for another missionary couple 
had visited them during the previous year. The king was 
willing to have Hiram come because he realized that the 
missionary people were different from the crews of the 
trading boats who so often in those days carried off strong 
young boys to sell into slavery. His people were ready to 
murder the crews of such boats without any hesitation, but 
the missionaries had made a different impression. 

Along with their chests, the Morning Star unloaded ma- 
terials for building a simple house in which Hiram and his 
wife could live. 

Then the sails were hoisted. The little ship slipped quietly 
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out from behind the reef, and the two young people were 
left on an island a thousand miles from Hawaii. They were 
surrounded by other little islands on which lived hostile 
people. They did not know whether, when the Morning Star 
came again next year, they would be there to welcome it 
or not. 

Now came the business of learning the language spoken 
by the people of the Gilbert Islands. There was just one 
way to do it. Hiram would point to an object. An islander 
would give the name for it in his language. Hiram would 
repeat the word the islander said. Then he would point to 
something else and get its name. That word would be re- 
peated. He would hear a mother shout to her child and the 
child would reply and come running. He wondered whether 
the mother had said, “Dinner!” or “Bad boy, come here!” 
or “Quick, I need help!” 

That was something to guess at. But by listening and 
watching and questioning, Hiram and his wife learned more 
and more words. They learned phrases and even sentences. 

But how were the words to be put into writing? Hiram 
and his wife had to make an alphabet. Then they could put 
into writing the new words and phrases they had learned. 

They began to try to find out words for the ideas in the 
Gospel of Matthew and to translate that book of the Bible. 
It helped a lot for Hiram to know how his father had gone 
about the job in Hawaii. He knew what mistakes not to 
make, and some of the short cuts. But just the same it took 
a long time. 

At last twelve chapters of the Gospel were done. A vis- 
iting sailing ship carried the manuscript back across a thou- 
sand miles of ocean to Hawaii. There the chapters were 
printed. It took months, but oh, what a thrill it was to 
Hiram and his wife when another vessel came out of its 
way to bring those printed pages to Apaiang! 


42 STORIES OF THE BOOK OF BOOKS 


Meanwhile Hiram and his wife had been teaching the 
people as well as learning the language. They had helpers 
now from among the people of the island. Hiram had even 
visited some of the nearby unfriendly islands and talked to 
their people about the message of Jesus. While the first chap- 
ters were being printed he had gone on translating the rest 
of the Gospel of Matthew. 

It was not too long before the whole Gospel of Matthew 
had been sent to Hawaii for printing. More months went by. 
Then one day, white sails appeared on the horizon, and a 
ship laid its course straight for Apaiang! Every person was 
down on the beach to meet it, for the Christians of the little 
island were as eager to see the printed Gospel as were the 
Binghams. They supposed, of course, that the ship was 
bringing it. 

But no! The ship brought a message instead, and a dis- 
appointing one. The printers of Hawaii were too busy to 
print the book. Instead, they had what they thought was 
a brilliant idea. They sent the manuscript back. Along with 
it they sent a little printing press in a box with type and ink 
and paper. “Print the Gospel yourselves!” they wrote. “And 
you can print other things, too, and not have to wait so long 
for them.” 

Hiram stared at the box. He didn’t know one single thing 
about printing presses. He felt very gloomy. 

After the visiting ship was gone, Hiram and his wife un- 
packed the press. But they could not figure out how it 
worked and there was nothing they could do about it. They 
would have to wait until another ship came and send the 
manuscript of Matthew once more to Hawaii to be printed. 
They felt so disappointed that they could hardly speak to 
each other about the press. 

One morning two days later, a small boy shouted loudly 
to Hiram, “Quick! Quick! A boat is coming!” 
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Hiram and his wife rushed out of their house. They could 
hardly believe their eyes. There across the little lagoon that 
was sheltered from the rolling waves of the ocean, a tiny 
rowboat was being pulled toward them. 

They rushed down to the beach. 

The weary rowers looked as astonished as Hiram. 

“Where's your ship?” shouted Hiram. 

“Wrecked and gone down in the storm,” answered the 
men, who, he could see now, were sailors. “We four are all 
who are saved. We landed on another island and heard that ~ 
here we could get a ship that would take us home.” 

The shipwrecked men were as thankful as they were as- 
tonished to find a missionary and his wife and a Christian 
group of people on the island. They ate eagerly the food 
that was prepared for them. They needed sleep and rest 
almost as much as food. 

As soon as they had recovered from their perilous ex- 
perience, the four men wandered around the island, giving 
a hand with whatever Hiram set them to doing. One of 
them, whose name was Hotchkiss, came upon the printing 

ress. 
; “What's this!” he exclaimed. “Do you print things here 
on this island?” 

“No,” and Hiram sadly explained what had happened. 

Hotchkiss smiled broadly. “I'm a printer,” said he, “and 
in no time at all I'll have this little beauty of a hand press 
working. Give me what it is you want printed. I'll do it, and 
show you how, too,” he added. 

Hiram was overjoyed. “It is God himself who sent you,” 
said he. 

Busy days followed. Hotchkiss set up the press. When a 
sailing vessel came by and took away the other shipwrecked 
men, he stayed to finish the printing and to teach Hiram 
and his islanders the art of managing the press. 
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So there came into the hands of the islanders of Apaiang 
the whole Book of Matthew in their own language. And 
after that the Gospel of John, and the Epistle to the Ephe- 
sians. More could not be printed then, for there was only a 
small amount of paper. But Hiram and his wife rejoiced 
every time they saw one of those precious copies in the 
hands of an earnestly reading islander. 

The Bible had come to the Gilbert Islands. 

The years went by, and all the people in the Gilbert Is- 
lands became Christians. The year 1892 is one to remember, 
for in that year Hiram Bingham finished the translation of 
the whole Bible. 

He did not try to print it on the island. The manuscript 
was sent to New York, to the American Bible Society, and 
they printed it. Hiram and his wife went to New York for 
the reading of the proofs. 

The Bible was printed in 1898. 

The precious plates, from which the printing is done 
when new copies are needed, lie in the fireproof vault of 
the American Bible Society's building in New York. They 
are the only plates of the Bible in Gilbertese in all the 
world, and no one wants to risk their getting destroyed. 

So, today when Gilbertese Bibles are needed, a message 
goes from the islands to New York. The Bibles are packed 
and taken to a ship. Soon they are on their way across the 
rolling ocean waves to the islands where long years ago the 
Morning Star dropped anchor. And on those islands, where 
Hiram Bingham and his wife lived and worked so bravely, 
a Christian people today reads in its own language the mes- 
sage of God’s love. 


8. The Bible Rides the Western Plains 


United States (1860) 


Younc Charles slipped from his horse’s back as the little 
company of riders came to a stop below the crest of the 
hill. Up over the hill ahead of them went the faint trail. 

“Wait here!” Charles ordered curtly, and the others 
waited. They did not mind, because they understood the 
reason. Again and again as Charles had guided them across 
the almost trackless plain the same thing had happened. 
Charles was taking no chances on meeting Apache war- 
riors, or on riding into a nest of bandits with the men he 
was convoying across the western plains. Not for nothing 
was he known as one of the keenest and the toughest of the 
young plainsmen. Folk felt safe if Charles Martin undertook 
to guide them where they wanted to go. 

Charles moved silently up the hillside. Stooping behind a 
scrubby tree near the crest, he crept forward. A moment 
later he was gone from sight. Many a time had he spied out 
the land from beneath the cover of a stunted bit of growth 
along the lonely trail. 

Presently he strode down the slope and swung into his 
saddle. “Plains clear as far as the eye can see,” he said 
briefly. The horses started and the long journey across the 
plains continued. 

That night the riders camped in an arroyo, a gulley cut 
by the winter floods, below the level of the plain they were 
crossing. Young Charles cooked the meal over a tiny fire. 
Hardly a wisp of smoke rose to betray their camping place. 

The moon came up and the night was warm. The fire died 
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to embers. The men got ready to roll in their blankets and 
sleep. But before they did so, one man drew another aside. 

“Satisfied, Majors?” 

“More than satisfied!” Mr. Majors said with emphasis. “I 
heard it said that he was the toughest and the keenest 
plainsman around here. The way he got us out of that 
scrape yesterday and avoided trouble today has me con- 
vinced. Yes, Charles is our man if we can get him.” 

At the end of the journey Mr. Majors talked to Charles. 

“Do you know how letters travel from New York to San 
Francisco, Charles?” he asked. 

“I've never had occasion to send a letter anywhere,” 
answered Charles. “There’s not much letter-writing in these 
parts.” 

“Well,” said Mr. Majors, “there are plenty of letters going 
from one part of our country to the other. The trouble is 
the time that’s needed. It takes weeks and months to get a 
letter from the east coast to the west.” 

“You can cover considerable ground on horseback in a 
month,” said Charles thoughtfully. 

“The letters don’t go by horseback. They travel by ship 
to Panama, then overland to the west coast. Then up the 
coast by ship. I’ve an idea that it can be done faster than 
that, and I want you to help me, Charles.” 

Charles listened while Mr. Majors explained his plan. (In 
those days there was train service from New York to St. 
Joseph, Missouri, but no farther west.) 

“From St. Joseph on, I want relays of the toughest, keen- 
est, and bravest young men I can find,” Mr. Majors said. 
“They will have short stages and the finest horses we can 
get. They will need to ride in winter and summer, through 
sun and storm, night and day.” 

Charles’s eyes brightened. The idea sounded interesting. 
There might be some fine adventures riding like that. 
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“Nothing must interfere with the mail,” said Mr. Majors. 
“It must go through so fast that in ten days a letter will be 
in San Francisco.” 

“Ten days’ riding?” 

“No. Ten days from New York to San Francisco, train 
and all.” 

“You must have worked out a plan,” suggested Charles. 

“We have. We're going to set up one hundred and ninety- 
eight stations from St. Joseph to San Francisco. We'll need 
five hundred of the best, speediest, and most enduring 
horses that we can find—and eighty riders.” He paused and 
looked at Charles. “It will take more than pluck,” he said. 
“Carrying the mail is an important business. It’s a responsi- 
bility. The young men must be able to keep clear of trouble 
—no drinking, no fighting, no gambling or quarreling. And 
they must be honest and faithful.” 

Charles was looking more and more interested. 

“It’s a dangerous job, Charles. Interested?” 

“Might be,” said Charles briefly. 

Mr. Majors brought out a rough map. “Were picking 
only the best men. P'd want you to-help pick the men for 
this part of the country and have charge of them. And your 
own ride would be from here to here.” He pointed out a 
section on the map. 

“Not so long a ride!” said Charles. 

“But it’s a bad stretch in winter.” Mr. Majors was watch- 
ing Charles quietly. “Here’s the point. Rain or storm, snow 
or sleet, blizzard or drought, war or peace, Indians or high- 
waymen, the mail must go through! The man before you is 
due at your station a certain time. You must be saddled and 
mounted at that time. When he arrives there must be no 
delay in transferring the mail pouch. It will be done before 
his horse stops. You will go on at all speed to the next sta- 
tion. Yours will be a night ride.” 
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Young Charles smiled a slow smile. He could imagine 
that race through the night. Dangerous, yes, but exciting. 

“There’s one other thing,” said Mr. Majors. “Our outfit 
is going to have the finest horses and the best horsemen. We 
must have men who are of fine character. We are choosing 
only men who are willing to sign this pledge.” He laid on 
the table before the young man a statement, written in a 
clear, plain hand. “Read it,” he said, “and read it carefully.” 

Charles read: “I do hereby swear before the great and 
living God that during my engagement and while I am an 
employee of Russell, Majors, and Waddell, I will under no 
circumstances use profane language; that I will drink no 
intoxicating liquors; that I will not quarrel or fight with 
other employees of the firm; and that in every respect I will 
conduct myself honestly, be faithful to my duties, and so 
direct all my acts as to win the confidence of my employers. 
So help me God.” 

It was a stiff pledge. Most of the horsemen of that wild 
western country did freely all those things that were for- 
bidden in the pledge. 

“The mail’s a responsibility,” Mr. Majors went on slowly. 
“We can't risk having weak men. And besides, we want our 
riders to act in a godly way.” 

Young Charles thought it over. “Ill make the pledge,” 
he said. “It’s not asking too much.” 

Mr. Majors’ eyes shone with pleasure. He looked with 
satisfaction at the long, lean figure before him. He didn’t 
need to be told that Charles would be equal to anything 
that might come up. “Wish I could be as sure of all of them 
as I am of this man,” he thought to himself. 

Young Charles signed the pledge. Mr. Majors pulled from 
his saddlebags a small leather-bound Bible. “We don’t ask 
any pledge about reading the Bible, Charles,” he said. 
“That's any man’s own affair. But carry this little book with 
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you and read it. Reading the book will make it easier to 
keep the pledge you have signed.” 

Over and over again Mr. Majors talked to one man and 
another. At last all had been selected. Each one had signed 
the pledge. Each one had his little leather-bound Bible and 
his trusty horses. 

The day of April 3, 1860 arrived. A great crowd waited at 
the railway station at St. Joseph, Missouri. The train came 
puffing in—late! With all haste the mail, in which that first 
day were forty-nine letters, five telegrams, and some news- 
papers, was stuffed into the leather saddlebag that was to 
carry them, and the gaily dressed, high-booted, eagle-eyed 
young rider swung into his saddle and was off. 

Darkness came. Still the rider sped on. Four times he 
changed horses. And then at the end of a stretch of seventy- 
five miles another rider swung into the trail beside him. As 
they raced along together, the mail pouch was handed from 
the first man to the second. On and on and on! The thunder 
of hoofs was stilled only for the brief seconds when each 
rider swung from a tired horse to the one held waiting be- 
side the trail. On and on and on! 

So began the shuttle service of the Pony Express. Through 
sun and rain, through spring and winter, through calm and 
storm the men rode. Young Charles and the others never 
failed. 

In the days between their wild rides carrying the mail, 
they lived according to their pledge, and many a one found 
comfort and help in the little leather-bound book that went 
with him, in sunshine or storm, along the trail of the over- 
land express. 


Q. White Sails and Blue Sea 


New Zealand (1874) 


“Au ashore that’s going ashore!” bawled out the mate of the 
good ship Surat. The passengers on deck said their last 
good-bys to their friends. The ropes that tied the ship to 
the dock were tossed free. 

Slowly the Surat started moving. The space between the 
vessel and the pier widened foot by foot. They were off! 

Richard and Peggy stood beside their parents, watching 
everything with the deepest interest. 

“Tis a year you will always remember, Richard and 
Peggy,” said their father solemnly, “the year 1874, when 
you set sail from England for a new world and a new life.” 

Slowly the Surat moved out from the harbor. A fair wind 
was blowing and one after the other, the great sails were 
set. They filled with the following breeze. The prow cut 
through the waves faster and faster. The ship was on its 
way to New Zealand. 

It was after they were out of sight of land that the cap- 
tain called the passengers together. He had instructions to 
give them. He told them of the rules under which they must 
live on shipboard, and reminded them how the common 
safety and comfort of all depended upon the actions of 
each one. Then he said, “There is one thing more. A case 
was put on deck just before the ship sailed. In it there are 
three hundred New Testaments—a gift for the passengers 
of this ship. Each person will now be given one, as was 
requested by the donor.” 

Two tall sailors lugged a chest up to where the captain 
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stood. It had already been opened. The captain passed out 
the New Testaments. Some of the passengers received them 
gladly. Others were indifferent. A few were scornful. But 
none refused a copy. 

Their father wrote in Richard’s and Peggy’s copies, “On 
board the good ship Surat, upon sailing for New Zealand, in 
the year of our Lord, 1874.” 

Day followed day. Week followed week. Around the ship 
rolled the waters of the great Atlantic. On gray days the 
water and the sky were dull and uninteresting. On clear 
days the sparkling green and blue of the waves were a de- 
light to behold. 

The time came when the ship rounded the southernmost 
tip of South America. The passengers breathed a sigh of 
relief when they were beyond those bitter cold and danger- 
ous straits. 

Now they were in the vast Pacific. The ship plowed on- 
ward from sunset to sunrise and from dawn until dark. 
There were hot days and cold days, and once a spell of 
calm weather when the ship lay idle, its sails flapping in the 
quiet air. The passengers prayed for wind then, and the 
lookout, high up in the crow’s nest, watched anxiously for 
signs of cloud or wind on the horizon. A sudden storm 
might swoop upon them, lashing the sea into great waves, 
and the ship would be in danger. 

Weeks went by as the ship moved slowly across the 
Pacific. Months had passed since the passengers had left 
England. But they knew that at last they were nearing the 
end of their journey. 

Richard and Peggy and the other children on board were 
busy with their lessons. Richard’s mother and some of the 
other women had planned for schoolwork to go on all dur- 
ing the trip. The youngsters had been glad enough for 
something to fill the long, eventless days. They had used 
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their New Testaments for classbooks, and many were the 
verses and passages that they had learned by heart. All but 
the very youngest could read almost any part of the New 
Testament. 

“No school tomorrow!” said Peggy. “It’s New Year’s Day, 
and Mamma has said that we may have a holiday.” 

The children went to bed that night in great anticipation. 
Tomorrow was New Year’s Day and it was also the day on 
which the captain expected to sight land. They could hardly 
wait. Who would be first to catch sight of the welcoming 
shores? 

But there were some on the ship who weren't waiting to 
celebrate New Year's Day tomorrow. The sailors had laid 
by the extra rations of liquor that each had been given 
daily, according to the customs of those olden times. 

“New Year's Eve and time to get drunk,” muttered one 
with a wink. “Let’s to it, comrades!” 

And get drunk they did—so drunk that the ship, under 
a stiffening breeze, plunged ahead with its crew lying use- 
less in the forward hold. 

The captain and the mate did their best to guide the 
vessel through the darkness without a lookout. The pas- 
sengers, frightened, huddled together on the deck, with 
empty casks for life preservers fastened to the children. 

Rocks were ahead! But the ship sped on! 

Crash! The ship struck a reef, but lifted on the next wave 
and floated over it. 

Crash! Again the ship floated free, but water was pouring 
now into a huge hole in her side. 

Crash! This time the ship was fast on a rock, and each 
wave that followed battered against it. 

How they got ashore the passengers never knew. But 
when morning came, they were all on land. They had lost 
everything they possessed. But their lives were safe and that 
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mattered most to them. Some few had managed to tie treas- 
ured possessions to bits of board, which had been washed 
up by the waves and had lodged among the rocks of the 
New Zealand shore upon which they were cast. 

That they had lost their family treasures and books and 
Bibles and the New Testaments that had been given them 
when the voyage started, troubled some of the passengers 
greatly. Such possessions were difficult to replace in this 
new land. Peggy and Richard remembered with sudden 
grief their treasured little New Testaments. The first books 
they had ever owned were lost in the sea. 

Their mother comforted them. She put her hand into the 
deep pocket of her full skirt, such as all the women of those 
days wore. “When the ship came into danger last night,” she 
said, “I slipped my New Testament into my pocket.” 

There it lay in her hands, water-soaked, as was all their 
clothing, but otherwise unharmed. 

Richard’s father slowly took the precious volume from 
her. “We can replace other things,” he said, “but this is 
something that no other book could replace.” 

Richard and Peggy in their wet clothing shivered a bit. 
“It’s a good thing we have one New Testament left,” they 
said soberly. “We can all take turns using it.” 

Years and years later, when the old days were nearly for- 
gotten, a man who had not even been born on that long-ago 
morning stood up before an audience. In his hands he held 
that little worn and water-stained book. He told the people 
before him the story of the voyage and of the wreck and 
read to them from the very copy that his grandmother had 
brought ashore with her on the New Year's morning of 
1875. 

“Everything else was lost,” said Peggy’s son. “But when 
my grandmother saved this little book, she saved the most 
important thing that the good ship Surat carried.” 


10. The Little Slave Girl of Madagascar 


Madagascar (1882) 


Brrpuinc, the newly captured slave child, was quivering all 
over with sobs. She tried hard to control herself, for the 
slave master was looking angrily in her direction. Finally 
he came and stood over her, whip in hand. 

“Have done with weeping,” he commanded sternly. 
“Would you have me lash you?” 

Birdling stopped crying and looked at him in utter hor- 
ror. “Lash me?” she almost whispered. “You wouldn't!” 

“And why not?” he answered roughly. “No longer are you 
the pampered pet of some foolish mother. You are nothing 
but a slave. In your home village who cared what happened 
to slaves?” 

He strode away with a final warning. “The weeping is to 
stop. How shall I sell you tomorrow if your face is all 
swollen with tears?” 

He had startled Birdling into stopping her tears. Fear of 
a whipping forced her to control her sobs. 

What he had said was true. She knew it. All too true. No 
one in Madagascar cared what happened to slaves, not even 
in her own home village, now far, far away in the south. If 
the slaves bothered their owners, they were made to suffer 
for it. Certainly crying and sobbing would have received 
stern punishment. 

Birdling made herself think of things other than home. 
She began to look around her. She pushed the sights and 
sounds of this new town between her and the memory of 


the laughter-filled happy home from which the slave raid- 
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ers had snatched her. Her mother had been away making 
a visit in the next village and her father had been out hunt- 
ing in the mountains when she and others of the village had 
been captured. So she had hope that her parents were safe. 
She dared not think of their grief when they came gaily 
home and found her gone. They would miss their Birdling, 
as they had always called her, but they would know that a 
pretty child such as she was would perhaps be sold into a 
good home. 

Birdling’s tears soon dried. Once she began to look 
around her she became interested in what was going on. 
She ate the sweet fruit that was brought her, although she 
did not know its name. She watched people go by, some in 
fine, rich clothes, attended by slaves. She wondered whether 
when morning came she would be following the litter in 
which some rich woman was carried by big, full-muscled 
slaves. She wondered whether she would be going through 
the noisy streets among the jostling crowds to a new home. 

Morning came and Birdling, as she waked to strange sur- 
roundings, nearly wept again. But the bustle around her 
caught her attention and she was soon a part of it all. The 
newly captured slaves were being made ready for sale. 

Birdling was given a simple garment, and her hair was 
arranged in childlike style. Not for nothing had the keeper 
of slaves spent her life in making little new slave girls at- 
tractive to would-be purchasers. 

Then came a time of waiting. The rich did not arrive too 
early at the market. Others came and bought some of the 
lower-priced slaves. Once in a while someone would ask 
the price of Birdling, looking at her as she sat, half-fearful, 
half-expectant, in the shade of a huge, flowering tree, with 
the other slaves grouped near by. 

But such ones always turned away on hearing the price 
that was being asked for her, although one or two said 
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under their breath, “A beautiful child. Theyll get what 
they're asking for her.” 

The sun still had not climbed high above the eastern 
horizon when a handsome litter arrived, carried by four 
slaves. A fifth carried a shade over the richly dressed young 
woman who rode in it. The slave master sprang to his feet. 
The lady in the litter must have some special need to have 
come herself and so early in the day. Of course it was wise 
to come early so that one might have the pick of the day’s 
offerings. But often a trusted slave or an elderly relative 
was sent to make the choice. 

“It is a house girl that I need,” the young lady remarked, 
leaning over the side of the litter. The bearers still held it 
aloft, standing quietly while their mistress let her eyes rove 
over the group of dejected captives. Their sorrow did not 
trouble her. It hardly occurred to her that slaves might have 
hearts and be sad. Slaves were something she had been 
used to all her life, and she regarded the feelings of a slave 
as she would those of a favorite dog. She knew that some 
of the slaves she was looking at had very likely been torn 
from their homes and families, but that was the usual way 
of securing servants when the supply was low. 

One captive was not looking sad. It was Birdling. She was 
so interested in the appearance of the rich young lady and 
her litter that she was examining her with eager curiosity. 
No such person as she had ever entered Birdling’s simple 
home! 

“That girl there!” The young lady pointed to Birdling. 
“She looks intelligent. And she is attractive. Let her stand 
forth.” 

Before Birdling knew what was happening, the sale had 
been made and she had become the property of the rich 
young lady. Soon the litter was being borne swiftly through 
the gathering morning crowd. Birdling was trotting along 
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behind, breathing hard as she tried to keep up to the quick 
steps of the trained litter bearers. A huge slave strode along 
beside her to make sure that she made no attempt to escape. 
He chuckled to himself at the hop, skip, and jump with 
which the new little slave moved. 

Birdling was too young to have many duties, and she 
learned those she was given with a quickness that surprised 
and pleased her new mistress. It pleased her, too, that the 
child did not cry and fret. 

“Were you born in slavery, Birdling?” she asked her care- 
lessly one day. 

For a moment Birdling’s eyes were flooded with tears. 
Then she stood up as straight as she could, blinked back 
the tears and answered quietly, “No, Mistress. My home 
was in the south. It was from there that the raiders snatched 
me. My parents did not even know.” 

Her mistress’ face clouded. “Ah! I had not guessed. And 
you so very young! You keep so cheerful, Birdling mine. I 
would never have guessed.” Then she frowned. “Never be- 
fore have I had any slaves that were born free. I do not 
like to think that one of my slaves was once free. Better 
never to have tasted freedom than to lose it. But at least 
you are as well off with me as a slave child may be?” She 
made the last statement into a question. 

Birdling smiled. “Mistress, you have made me happy and 
contented,” she answered truthfully. 

Just the same there were times when Birdling was lonely 
—lonely with a loneliness that began at her toes and crept 
through her to her fingertips. She would slip away then, if 
no one was needing her help, down to the bottom of the 
garden slope. Under the big trees there she would sit down. 
Pulling a book from her garment, where she carried it, she 
would read. 

The book was one that she had been reading at the mo- 
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ment that the slave raiders swooped down into the village. 
Without even thinking, she had clung to it when they car- 
ried her away and she had been allowed to keep it. It was 
her only book—the New Testament in the language of 
Madagascar. 

No one in the household where she now lived was a 
Christian. But all the other slaves were amused at the sight 
of the pretty little slave girl sitting under the big trees at 
the foot of the garden slope. They used to creep down to 
look and to listen to her, reading, as the custom was, out 
loud. None of them could read. Not even their mistress 
could read. Only the educated slave who was overseer of 
the slaves and of the household could make sense out of the 
queer black and white marks in books. 

All the household soon knew about Birdling’s book and 
that she could read it. But no one told the mistress. 

“Who knows?” they said. “Our mistress is gentle and 
kind. But if it should offend her that a slave girl knows 
how to read, she might punish her, or forbid her to use her 
book, or even take it from her.” So they kept the book a 
secret. 

One hot summer afternoon Birdling’s mistress wandered 
out into the garden in search of a breeze. She went down the 
slope where she had seldom been. As she walked she heard 
a low voice speaking but saw no one. Out of curiosity she 
followed the sound. There, at the foot of the slope, curled 
up on the gnarled root of a huge tree, she found Birdling, 
earnestly reading. 

“What is this? Is it reciting a story you are, Birdling?” 

Birdling stood up respectfully. She hid the small book 
behind her at first, then drew it forward. “No, Mistress, I 
was reading in my holy book.” 

“Reading? Can you read, Birdling?” 

“Yes, Mistress. My father taught me.” 
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Other slaves were standing uneasily in the background 
by then. Would the mistress be angry? Or would she be 
amused? To their astonishment she was neither. 

“Do you think you could teach me to read, Birdling?” 

“Oh, yes, Mistress. It is not hard.” The slave girl’s eyes 
lit up with happiness. “With joy I would teach you.” 

Lessons began, and the New Testament was the textbook. 
There was no other book from which to learn. 

Birdling started with some of the stories that Jesus told. 
She helped her mistress to learn how to read one story after 
another. 

“But this is interesting!” cried the mistress. “These stories 
are wonderful!” 

Birdling had to explain what some of the stories were 
meant to teach. Then her mistress wanted to know who the 
storyteller was. “Who was this Jesus?” she asked. 

So the next reading lesson was from the Gospel of Luke. 
The little slave girl helped her mistress to begin reading the 
story of the starry night when Jesus was born. They read 
of how the angels sang as the glory of heaven shone down 
on earth and the baby cradled in a manger. 

The reading lesson came to an end early that day. “It 
takes too long. Read me the rest of the story,” demanded 
the mistress. So Birdling read, while her mistress and the 
older slaves listened enthralled to a story they had never 
heard before. 

The mistress loved the stories. No lesson went by with- 
out reading a story. But Birdling did not pass by the teach- 
ings nor the words of Jesus about himself nor the events of 
history that followed the day of Pentecost. 

“Come over when the sun is low,” the mistress would 
send a message to her friends. “I have a new slave—a mere 
child. She can read! From a book she reads. And the book 
has in it the strangest and most winning stories and teach- 
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ings I have ever heard. Come over and hear my Birdling 
read.” 

Perhaps the mistress wanted her friends to discover that 
she herself had learned to read! For she always took the 
book from Birdling’s hands and opened it to this place and 
to that place. She would read slowly and clearly, to the 
surprise and envy of her friends. 

“Birdling,” said her mistress one day, “put aside the book 
and talk to me instead. Tell me how to become a follower 
of Jesus.” 

It was nothing surprising to Birdling that her mistress 
should want to become a Christian. How could one help 
but want to follow JesusP How could one help but 
worship God, who loved earth people so much that he sent 
Jesus to be their Lord and Saviour? 

But oh, how surprised Birdling was when, one day later 
on, her mistress called all her slaves before her! “You all 
know,” she said very slowly, “that I am become a follower 
of Jesus. And being so, I cannot hold any child of God my 
slave.” 

And with that she freed them all and had no longer any 
slaves. 

What a day of joy that was! The slaves could hardly be- 
lieve their ears. To be freed! To belong no longer to any- 
one, but each to own himself! To ask no man or woman 
whether one might come or go, but like the breeze to 
wander wherever one’s desire led one! The slaves were 
overcome with joy. 

Some sped to homes almost forgotten. Others stayed with 
the mistress and worked for wages, loyally and faithfully, 
as before they had worked from necessity. 

Birdling went back to her father’s home. She entered the 
house almost as one risen from the dead and brought with 
her happiness more than could be measured. Then she re- 
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turned to live with and care for the mistress she had come 
to love. 

One long journey they took, the two of them, and a band 
of helpers traveled with them. They went to where there 
were missionaries. They begged that the church send mis- 
sionaries to their town in Madagascar to teach and to lead 
the new Christians in the Christian way. And in answer to 
that plea missionaries did come from a faraway land. But 
Madagascar and its climate were strange to them. Disease 
seized them, and one by one they died. So again, there was: 
no one to lead and to teach the new followers of Jesus. 

Yet the mistress was not discouraged. With the Bible in 
her hands she read and prayed and listened to the thoughts 
that God gave her. And with quiet persistence she taught 
everyone who was willing to learn from her. 

Gradually there grew up in her town on the lovely island 
of Madagascar, so big an island that it is a country all of 
itself, a church with many, many members. 

“And all because a lonely little slave girl read aloud from 
her New Testament,” the Christians of that town will tell 
you proudly. “And because the heart of a rich young 
woman was open to the teachings of the Word of God to 
accept them and to live her life by them.” 


I. In the face of Danger 


Taiwan 


Tue great island of Taiwan rises out of the China Sea like 
a fortress. Along parts of the coast, sheer rock walls stand 
with their foundations solid against the roar of waves and 
storm. 

There is farmland and there are cities on the vast island, 
but there are mountains, too—mountains that for centuries 
were impenetrable except to the tribes that lived among 
them. The Tyals were one such tribe. 

Chi-o-ang was a girl of the Tyals. Her face was tattooed 
in the ancient patterns of her people. She was bright-eyed, 
intelligent, and a favorite wherever she went. 

Four centuries before Chi-o-ang was born, the Chinese 
had conquered the island. But they had never conquered 
the Tyals, who fought from their highland fastnesses and 
repelled every attempt to subdue them. When the Chinese 
forces withdrew, the Tyals would return to their farms in 
the valleys and gorges and out on the plain. 

The Chinese army gave up the attempt to subdue them 
by force. But Chinese farmers kept encroaching on their 
lands. They would take over one farm and another. Then 
the Tyals would raid, burn, kill, and throw out the in- 
vading farmers. 

Who would have thought that a Tyal girl would marry 
a Chinese? But that is what Chi-o-ang did. She went to live 
in the lowlands with her husband, and she learned to speak 
his language and to know his people. He was a well-to-do 
merchant, this husband of hers, and Chi-o-ang now lived a 
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life quite different from that of the Tyals. It must have 
seemed strange at first, but she soon became used to it. Just 
as she had been a favorite at home, she became loved and 
respected among her husband’s people. 

The years slipped by, and then a violent event hap- 
pened. The Japanese invaded and conquered the island of 
Taiwan and made it part of the great empire they were 
building. Four hundred years of Chinese rule came to an 
end. Japanese law, Japanese customs, Japanese language, 
and Japanese religion were thrust upon the people, as in 
those days was the custom of many conquerors. 

The Chinese had been content to let the Tyals live on, 
unconquered in their highlands beyond the Great Gorge. 
But the Japanese were different. They could not endure it 
that every man, woman, and child in the islands should 
not become like themselves in speech and customs and wor- 
ship. They imposed their rule even upon the Tyals. 

But they could not enforce it. When their police were 
stationed in a village, the people obeyed orders. But the 
moment they were withdrawn, everyone went back to the 
old ways. And one of the old ways-was the custom of raid- 
ing the farms that the Chinese farmers still kept taking 
over from the Tyals. 

The Japanese did not approve of all this burning and 
raiding and killing. They wanted peace on the beautiful 
island. They wanted all the feuding to come to an end. 
“We must find a Tyal person who can act as a go-between 
and settle this trouble between the Tyals and the Chinese,” 
they said. 

So in time they came to Chi-o-ang. They knew of her as 
the respected wife of a Chinese merchant. That she was a 
Tyal anyone could see by the tattoo patterns on her face. 
“We must come to some agreement with the Tyals,” the 
Japanese said. “Can you represent them?” 
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“I? I’m only a woman!” said Chi-o-ang. 

“You are a Tyal,” they said. “You know the language. 
Through you we can speak to your people.” 

So when the Japanese and the Tyals met to draw up a 
treaty, Chi-o-ang was there to speak for her people. She 
was clear-headed, had firmness of character, and soon was 
trusted and respected by both sides. 

In making the treaty, Chi-o-ang managed to keep for her 
people the use of all their lands. The Japanese agreed to 
build a fence around the mountain lands where the Tyals 
lived—an area eighty miles long and twenty miles wide. 
Inside the fence, the Tyals would have their rights. No 
one could encroach upon their lands. But in return they 
must let their children learn Japanese and they must sub- 
mit to Japanese rule. 

In time, Chi-o-ang became a Christian. Because she could 
speak Chinese, she learned to read that language. There 
was no Bible in the language of her Tyal people. But she 
was able to read the Bible in Chinese, and she tried to live 
by its teachings. People began to come to her with prob- 
lems and found help and comfort. She was middle-aged 
now, and her health was none too good. In fact, Chi-o-ang 
looked frail. 

One day, a missionary came to see her. “Chi-o-ang,” he 
said, “I want you to come to the Women’s Bible School at 
Tamsui and learn there how to tell the story of Jesus to 
your Tyal people.” 

Chi-o-ang smiled politely. “You do me honor. But I am 
too old. Of what use would it be for one of my age to go 
to school?” 

The missionary looked at her thoughtfully. “Chi-o-ang,” 
he said, “in all my travels I have found no other person of 
your people who speaks Chinese. The teaching at the 
school is in Chinese. There is no school where the teaching 
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is in the language of the Tyals. Does it not seem as if 
the Lord himself has prepared you to be able to do this 
study?” 

Chi-o-ang went to the school. She stayed there two years. 
Then she went home and began to work. She went out 
into the little villages and began to teach. Here one per- 
son and there another person came to believe on the Lord 
Jesus Christ. 

But the Japanese who had conquered Taiwan were de- 
termined that only the Japanese language should be used 
on the island and only the Shinto religion should be the 
religion of its people. Shinto shrines were set up in every 
village, even among the Tyals. 

The Japanese police came to Chi-o-ang. “You are teach- 
ing the religion of another nation. It is not permitted. Only 
the religion of Japan is to be taught,” they said. 

Chi-o-ang watched them as they left. Then she smiled. 
“They can’t stop me from teaching,” she thought. 

But they could stop her from traveling, and they did. 
They would not allow her to go from one village to an- 
other. How could she teach if she could not reach the 
people? 

Those whom Chi-o-ang had been teaching were not just 
women and girls. Boys and men had listened to her with 
great respect and liking. Some were wise men of consider- 
able wealth and influence in their villages. 

These men were not to be easily stopped from getting 
the teaching they wanted. They began to come to her 
house at night. Sometimes a man would walk twenty miles 
from his village and slip into her house after midnight. 
After an hour or two of teaching, he would leave and 
reach home before dawn. Many of her visitors came very 
secretly, for no one wanted to bring trouble to Chi-o-ang. 

Without intending to do so, the Japanese helped Chi-o- 
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ang in one way. They taught the Tyals to read and to write 
Japanese. The young people began to be able to under- 
stand that language. So now the Tyals could have Bibles— 
Japanese Bibles. They became able to read the Word of 
God at exactly the time when it was forbidden to do so! 

The Japanese began to insist more and more that there 
should be no teaching of the Christian religion. The mis- 
sionaries had to leave. 

But Chi-o-ang went steadily on with her work of teach- 
ing. That is, until a Japanese officer came to see her. He 
was respectful—she was still in high favor because of her 
help with the treaty. But he was firm. “You are not to teach 
any more at all,” he said. “It is an order. We know that 
you are receiving learners in your house during the hours 
of darkness. That must stop.” 

“I cannot refuse to teach those who come to me,” said 
Chi-o-ang. 

She herself was safe. The Japanese still would not harm 
the woman who had helped them draw up the treaty. But 
they did not intend to let the Christian teaching go on. 
They caught the ones who visited at night. Some were 
beaten. Some were imprisoned. Some were even killed. 

Searchers went out into the Tyal villages. They hunted 
for the Bibles and burned them. Once they found some of 
the precious books hidden in a hollow tree trunk. They 
forbade the villagers to think about Christian teaching. 

Chi-o-ang had great faith in her own people. “We will 
find a way,” she said. She helped them to find many ways. 

Out in a village a Christian leader would whisper, “To- 
morrow we will weed the rice fields.” And just by chance, 
as it seemed to the others, all the members of his class 
would choose that same day to weed. What more natural 
than that they should sit down to rest together? They 
could see in all directions and be laughing and talking 
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about village matters if anyone did pass by. But most of 
that rest time was spent in studying the Bible they had 
brought out of hiding. 

And what was to prevent them, when they went home, 
from talking to one person or another about what they 
believed? 

One of the ways of taking the Bible to others that most 
delighted and amused Chi-o-ang was that which the finest 
Tyal wrestler of the region used. He, too, was a follower 
of Christ. 

The Japanese started a sports program. The wrestler was 
taken from one village to another by the Japanese them- 
selves. With his escort he spoke Japanese. But between 
matches he visited with his Tyal tribesmen, speaking in 
their own language. They discussed crops and _ politics. 
They joked and laughed. They also spoke of the Bible and 
its teachings. So under the protection of the conquerors 
themselves, the gospel message was carried from one end 
of the Tyal reservation to the other. And not one of the 
non-Tyal-speaking Japanese suspected a thing! 

But Chi-o-ang was not content with all this. She longed 
to visit a village and do a bit of teaching once more. 

“I will go to Mikasa Yama,” she said one day. “I must 
go there and encourage the followers of Jesus in that vil- 
lage.” 

rts not safe,” warned her friends. “The Japanese are espe- 
cially watchful right now. It’s not safe, Chi-o-ang. Do not 

it.” 
hee black eyes snapped. “Not safe! Who is going to 
harm an old woman visiting her friends?” She spoke boldly. 
But she knew that if she were indeed captured visiting the 
villages where she had been forbidden to go, the patience 
of the Japanese was likely to run out. There might be real 
danger for her. 
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Chi-o-ang took the train. When she got out at the sta- 
tion, she looked around. There were Christians to meet 
her. They took her back up into the hills to Mikasa Yama. 
Before they could get her safely into one of their homes, 
a man peered at her. “Who is this stranger?” he asked 
suspiciously. 

“She is our grandmother,” they said, for that was what 
all the Christians of the hills called Chi-o-ang. “Our be- 
loved grandmother come for a visit.” 

“Ho!” said the man, who was not a Christian. 

In the house, Chi-o-ang found fifteen families of Mikasa 
Yama Christians. Young men from the higher-up village 
were present, too. They had heard she was to be there and 
had come to have her teach them. 

Suddenly a trumpet call rang out. It was a warning sig- 
nal. 

“The police! They will search for you!” cried the fam- 
ilies of Mikasa Yama. 

“Come, beloved grandmother, we will hide you in the 
hills,” said the young men. 

“I am too old,” said Chi-o-ang. “No longer can I climb 
the rocky paths.” 

A sturdy young man hoisted her to his back. She was 
small and thin and frail. “We will take turns carrying you,” 
he said, and they were off. Two of the young men went 
before and two behind, as guards. 

They reached the high-up village of Shinemura. What a 
welcome awaited her from the Christians there! But it was 
not safe, they said. After a rest, they took her on to an- 
other place. 

“Alas!” said the Christians there. “That modern curse, 
the telephone, has already brought word that our beloved 
grandmother is in the hills. The police have orders to 
search every house.” 
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As the police began to search one end of the village, 
Chi-o-ang and the young men slipped out the other end. 
The men carried the tired old woman tenderly. 

“If we can get her to Bat-king,” they decided, “we can 
put her on a train and she can get back home.” 

The police had set three Tyal men to watch for her at 
Bat-king. Two were watching. The third was asleep. 

“We are Christians,” whispered the two. “We will help 
you get her on the train.” 

They bought a ticket and hurried her onto the train as 
the third guard slept on. “Hide in the washroom till they 
finish searching,” they urged. 

The train rolled away into the darkness. 

It came to another station. Six men waited to board the 
train and search it for Chi-o-ang. But another young man, 
who was a Christian, saw them. He pushed onto the train 
ahead of them and raced through the cars till he found 
her. 

“You are my baggage,” he said. He spread out a big 
cloth. She curled up on it on the seat, and he tied her 
up in the cloth just like a bundle of clothes! He sat down 
beside her. The searchers went by, and she was safe. And 
in safety she came home. 

The days went by. Chi-o-ang did what she could to en- 
courage the Christians, who suffered more and more perse- 
cution. 

At last the rule of the Japanese in Taiwan came to an 
end, because they were defeated in the war that had been 
raging in the Pacific. The Christians were safe. 

Down to the churches in the lowlands came the secret 
Tyal believers and those who had suffered persecution be- 
cause their beliefs were known. Down to join the Chris- 
tians of the lowlands and to ask for baptism. 

Chi-o-ang’s eyes filled with tears of happiness. More than 


70 STORIES OF THE BOOK OF BOOKS 


four thousand of her tribesmen had become Christians. 
They would now be able to learn openly and with joy how 
to follow the teachings of the book that they had studied 
in spite of all attempts to stop them. 

Chi-o-ang lived till about 1947. By then, there were 
around ten thousand of her mountain tribesmen who had 
chosen the Christian way—chosen it because she had 
braved all dangers to help them to know and love the 
Bible. 


12. The Bible in Their Hearts 


Poland 


THE sun was setting as Karl Olsen trudged through the mud 
of the scarcely passable road to Barren Village. 

“These roads of East Poland!” he muttered crossly. “Al- 
most impossible they are! If I were not carrying the Bible 
to people who do not have it, I would not wear myself 
out on them.” 

Karl was used to wearing himself out in such travel. On 
the muddy country roads, far back from towns and pave- 
ments, he often sank halfway to his knees in the bog holes. 
Usually he was cheerful enough about it, but sometimes 
after a long day of bad going he felt tired, and his good 
nature wore thin. 

When he began to think that he could go no farther, and 
lamplighting time sent gleams of light from the tiny win- 
dows of villagers’ homes, Karl came within sight of Barren 
Village. As he drew closer, dogs growled fiercely at him. 
But Karl had a way with dogs. Otherwise he would have 
been attacked and injured many a time. 

He knocked at the door of the first house. 

A man opened it and stood on the threshold, looking 
out. From under his arms three children peeked at the 
stranger who had appeared out of the gathering dusk. 

“A welcome,” said the man seriously. “Enter.” 

But Karl did not come in. Not yet. “I am in search of a 
night’s lodging, kind sir. I have money to pay for it and 
also for a meal. And I have a book from which to read 
stories. It has in it the most wonderful story ever known.” 
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Karl stood quietly waiting for the man to decide whether 
or not to take him in. Karl never pushed himself into peo- 
ple’s homes. But usually one good look at his face won 
him a welcome. 

“What say you, Marja?” The man addressed his wife. 
She came forward and examined Karl's face keenly. 

“The night will be bitter cold,” she said. “We have room 
and there is food enough.” She turned back to her stove. 

“Come in, then. Come in and warm yourself. I bear the 
name of Antoni Kowalski. And yours?” 

“Karl Olsen,” said the other. “I carry books to sell. I also 
read and tell stories to those in whose homes I lodge.” 

The children clustered around Karl as he seated himself 
by the big tiled stove that stood high at the side of the room. 

Little Marja, named for her mother, and the oldest of the 
three children, smiled shyly at Karl. “A story?” she begged. 
Her father laughed. 

“Never has little Marja had enough stories,” he said. “But 
let our guest get his hands warm, child, before you pester 


Karl was soon warm and comfortable. He opened his 
pack and took out a Bible. 

“Here it is, the most precious book in the world. Shall I 
read you a story from it? Here is a story told by Jesus to 
the people who gathered around him.” 

Karl opened the Bible. He read the story of the Good 
Samaritan. “You have been good Samaritans to me,” he 
said. “You have taken me in and sheltered me. From the 
dark roadway and the danger of animals that would do me 
harm you have saved me.” 

Then it was time for supper. Karl enjoyed the hot food. 
The meal was simple peasant fare, but it was well prepared 
and strengthening. 

Afterwards Marja and Antoni and little Marja and Jan and 
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Zosia sat and listened while Karl told them story after 
story. 

He told them about Joseph and David. He told of Solo- 
mon’s building the beautiful temple and of Daniel’s being 
thrown into the den of lions. Before telling each story he 
opened the Bible to the right chapter. As he talked he 
would read a verse here and there, to put that part of the 
story into the exact words of the Bible. 

Little Marja sighed with pleasure as Karl finally closed 
the book. “Let us buy a Bible so that Father can read from 
it every evening,” she begged. “Father is the only one in 
the village who can read,” she explained proudly to Karl. 

“We are too poor for books.” Her father frowned. 

“Those without this book are poor,” said Karl softly. 
“But those who have it possess that which is better than 
riches.” 

“Please! Please!” begged little Marja. Finally her father 
yielded and bought the Bible. He set it in a place of honor 
in the house. 

Karl stayed with the family for two days. He made 
friends with others in the village, but no one else would 
buy a Bible or a New Testament or even a Gospel. Karl was 
disappointed. It had meant so much to him to find, on the 
very night he arrived, a family ready to buy the whole 
Bible. He had hoped there would be others in Barren Vil- 
lage who would buy. 

On the third day Karl left to go on to other towns and 
villages. As he plodded through the thick mud of the road, 
he kept thinking about how little he had sold. 

“Ah well,” said he to himself, “it is true that I go away 
from this place, but the Word of God remains behind. 
There is now a Bible in Barren Village where there was 
none before. And who knows what may happen?” 

Winter came to East Poland, and long, long evenings 
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when the sun set early and wolves roamed the countryside. 
No one stirred much from home, and there was little to do 
within. 

On such evenings Antoni would take down the Bible and 
read the stories that Karl had marked. He would read the 
teaching of Jesus from the chapters and verses that Karl 
had listed for him. 

As he read aloud, Marja and little Marja and Jan and 
Zosia sat around and listened. Afterwards they would talk 
about what they had heard and wonder at it. 

Sometimes a neighbor would come in. Antoni would reach 
for the Bible and say, “Listen to a thing I have found in 
this book. Listen well and tell me what you think of such 
teaching.” 

He would read while the neighbor sat with head on one 
side, listening carefully. Then would come argument and 
conversation about the meaning of the teaching. The talk 
would be about what they themselves should do. The chil- 
dren would drink in the thoughts that were being discussed. 

“Why should I forgive my enemy?” the neighbor would 
inquire. “Does the book mean that I should chop wood for 
someone who stole part of my wheat crop? Surely it cannot 
mean that!” 

“Who knows? It would be a strange way to act.” And 
Antoni would shake his head doubtfully. “A strange teach- 
ing.” 

“Or this now’—and he would tum to another verse— 
“do unto others as you would have them do unto you.” 

Little Marja and Jan listened as their father and one 
neighbor or another talked. They heard the teaching about 
doing as one would be done by discussed over and over 
again. They would look at each other and remember that 
when they were playing with other children they had not 
always acted in that kindly way. 
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How the change came about no one could tell, because it 
was all so slow that no one noticed what was happening 
until things were different. “Like yeast, working silently 
in dough,” Jesus had said, when he talked about God’s 
spirit at work in the hearts of men. And so it was in Barren 
Village. The teachings of God’s Word began to change 
Antoni and his family and his neighbors and their friends 
and the way they thought and talked and acted. Barren 
Village began to blossom with kind thoughts and good 
deeds. 

There came the day when Antoni and Marja and little 
Marja and Jan became followers of Jesus, not only in their 
hearts, but openly, before others. Zosia was too young to 
become a church member, but she, too, loved Jesus and 
tried to act as a child of God should. 

Then others of the village found that they, too, wanted 
to be of the company of those who are called Christians. 

One day Antoni and Marja made a count of those in 
Barren Village who were now followers of Christ. “One 
hundred ninety-eight, one hundred ninety-nine, two hun- 
dred,” they counted. “If only Karl could know how much 
has come to this village from the one Bible he left here!” 

It was the fact that they had just one Bible that began 
to worry the two hundred Christians of Barren Village. 
‘Why did we not buy the book when Karl was here?” they 
mourned. “Why did we let him carry away those precious 
copies?” But it was too late now to regret what had hap- 
pened. 

“Suppose Antoni’s house should burn down,” they wor- 
ried. “What if a thief came in when all of us were working 
in the fields and stole our only Bible?” 

“I know some of it by heart,” said little Marja. “I know 
he story of Jesus and the children, and the Hundredth 


Psalm.” 
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“I know the story of the Good Samaritan,” said Jan. 
“I can say it without a mistake.” 

“My heart is full of many small verses that I have loved,” 
offered Marja, “but I do not know any chapter from one end 
to the next.” 

That gave everyone an idea. “We must learn the whole 
Bible,” decided the two hundred Christians. “We must learn 
it by heart. Every part of it that we can possibly learn we 
will memorize.” 

So they made a plan. They first listed the verses and the 
chapters and the stories and the passages that they most 
loved and that had the teachings they thought were most 
important. 

Then each person was given something to learn. The 
little children learned verses. The older children learned 
stories and short passages and psalms that were not too 
long. The grownups took the hard parts of the Bible to 
learn. They worked and worked on the memorizing. 

Sometimes the Christians would get together and some- 
one would start with the opening of the first chapter of a 
book, such as the Gospel of Luke. He would recite as far 
as his part went. Then the person who had the next part 
would stand and repeat his. Antoni would hold the Bible in 
his hand and follow the recitation to be sure it was cor- 
rect, word for word. On and on would go the reciting. 
Each one knew where his part fitted into the whole. 

The long winter evenings were busy now with reading 
and repeating and memorizing. It was surprising how much 
of the Bible was learned that first winter. And during the 
next two years still more was memorized. 

The sun was setting one day as Karl Olsen trudged 
through the mud of the scarcely passable road to Barren 
Village. “Years ago,” he was thinking, “I visited this place 
so far from everywhere. I sold but one copy of the Bible 
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here. I sold it to the man in whose house I stayed. Now 
what was his name?” And Karl tried to dig out of his 
memory the name of Antoni. At last it came, for Karl had 
a good memory for names. He was glad. It was always 
pleasant to greet people by name. It was a pleasure to him 
and to the one whose name he had remembered. 

As lamplighting time sent little gleams of light from the 
tiny windows of the village houses, Karl came once more 
to the door of Antoni and Marja. He knocked, wondering 
if they still lived there and if the three children were all 
still alive and well. 

Little Marja came to the door this time. She was taller 
than her mother now and had grown older. After a mo- 
ment’s looking at the stranger who stood before her, Marja 
remembered him. She called out in delight, “Karl! Mama! 
Mama! It is Karl, come back after all these years!” 

The family crowded around him then—Antoni and big 
Marja and Jan and Zosia. Word went flying around the 
village that Karl had come, and in a flash others were there, 
smiling and welcoming him. 

Karl was confused beyond measure. Why such a greet- 
ing? How did they happen to remember him? 

Little by little the story came out. Antoni produced the 
Bible, so worn that it was nearly ready to fall apart. Marja, 
interrupted a hundred times by others eager to join in the 
telling, told him how they had studied the teachings and 
how two hundred and more of the people of Barren Vil- 
lage had become followers of Jesus. But no one thought to 
tell Karl about learning the Bible by heart. That was some- 
thing they had done for their own sakes and it did not occur 
to them that what they had done would be of interest to 
anyone else. 

Next day they gathered for worship, and Karl was with 
them. During the service he asked, hoping to get at least a 
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few responses, “Shall we then, repeat from memory some 
of the verses we have come to love? Is there someone here 
who has learned a verse and would like to recite it?” 

There was a moment’s silence. Then Antoni asked, “Verses 
or chapters?” 

Karl looked as amazed and delighted as he felt. “Chap- 
ters! Is there anyone here who knows a whole chapter of 
the Bible by heart?” 

They told him then of how they had been seized with 
fear of losing their only Bible and of how they had memo- 
rized it, chapter after long chapter, each taking a share. 
“Almost the whole Bible is learned, and we are working 
now on the parts that are yet to be committed to memory,” 
they told him with pride. 

Jan recited, and little Marja and Zosia and all the other 
children, verse after verse and chapter after chapter. The 
minutes sped by. The older people recited some of the chap- 
ters they liked best. 

Karl stayed in Barren Village for a week. The Christians, 
so far from all other Christians, had many questions to ask 
him. They bought all the copies of the Bible and of the 
New Testament and of the Gospels that he had with him. 

“We have the Bible in our hearts,” they said, “but no one 
of us has more than a small portion of the whole of it. And 
each of us needs it all.” 

“God’s Word worked in the hearts and minds of the 
people here,” thought Karl to himself as he lay in bed the 
night before he was to leave. “Only one copy of the Bible 
and see what has come of it!” 


13. The Black Magic of Don Cornelio 


Central America 


So FAR as strangers could tell, the people of that Central 
American countryside were Christians. But when nights 
were dark and there was trouble such as sickness in the 
homes, the people forgot the Christian God. They remem- 
bered the black and bygone days when their ancestors wor- 
shiped the terrible, angry gods of darkness. Fear entered 
their hearts. They said, “Maybe our forefathers were right. 
Maybe the terrible gods are angry at us. Maybe that is why 
there is sickness.” 

Then they would think of Don Cornelio and his wife 
Dofia Inez. They would send a message to them through 
the moonless night. 

“Sickness is among us. The old gods must be angry. Come 
and help.” 

Don Cornelio and his wife would go to the village that 
was in trouble. They would work their dark spells and re- 
turn to their home the richer for their labors. 

In the village the sickness would sometimes grow less 
and stop. Then the people, not knowing the true cause of 
disease, would give credit to Don Cornelio’s witchcraft. But 
sometimes the infection was strong. Suffering and death 
would continue. Then faith in Don Cornelio’s black magic 
would grow less and the people would turn once more to 
the teaching of the priests. 

One dark night Don Cornelio heard a knock at his door, 
long after most people were in bed. He smiled an unholy 
smile as he got up and went through the patio. He put his 
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ear to a crack in the door and listened carefully to the 
sounds outside. 

“Don Cornelio! Don Cornelio!” He could barely hear the 
whispered call. 

“Who is there?” 

“It is Miguel, Sefior. Miguel, with a message from the 
Village of the Serpent.” 

Don Cornelio knew that it was someone wanting him to 
do black magic. Hundreds of years before, the towns and 
villages of the countryside had been given saint-names by 
the Spanish priests who came after Cortez. The priests had 
baptized the people and told them that they were Chris- 
tians. The names that were tied to the old religion had been 
forbidden. But they had not been forgotten. So now when 
a man came in the dead of night and whispered, “the Vil- 
lage of the Serpent,” using the old forbidden name instead 
of a saint-name, Don Cornelio knew that thoughts of the 
old gods were flying through the night. 

He unbarred the heavy wooden door. He let the mes- 
senger in. 

“Sefior, come,” the anxious traveler begged through the 
darkness. “IIness runs like wildfire through our village. We 
have made offerings in the church. But the priest only 
demands larger gifts and still the sickness breaks out 
afresh. Could it be that the old gods, the terrible ones, are 
angry? Do they know that no offerings are being made on 
their old altars? That they are almost forgotten in the vil- 
lages?” 

“Why should they not be angry? How long is it since the 
foolish ones of your village have torn the heart from a 
black cock and laid it dripping upon the hidden altar?” Don 
Cornelio asked coldly. 

“Too long! Too long!” the messenger admitted. 

After seeming to hesitate, Don Cornelio spoke. “To- 
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morrow, he said, “tomorrow we will come to the Village 
of the Serpent. Let all be ready!” 

The man went out again into the night, to find his way 
back by the light of the late-rising moon to the waiting 
people at home. 

The next day Don Cornelio and his wife got out the 
tools of their black magic. They slipped away from their 
house and went over the mountain trails to the Village of 
the Serpent. They lodged at the inn, as did any ordinary 
travelers, except that they paid nothing for food and room. 

The priest knew that there was something stirring in the 
village. He eyed Don Cornelio sternly. “Will you come to 
Mass, my son?” he invited. 

Don Cornelio and his wife made excuses. Those who deal 
in black magic and who worship the terrible ones do not 
go to Mass and ask the blessing of God upon themselves. 
They remain far from churches and they have nothing to do 
with priests. 

Late, late that night, Don Cornelio and his wife joined 
the anxious villagers at the edge of the village. Only a few 
knew of the trail. Only a few had followed it to its end. A 
secret pathway led to a cave hidden behind fallen rocks on 
the hillside. 

The little company crept behind the rocks and entered 
the cave. In a cleft at the back was a passageway to another 
cave. No one would have dreamed that a second cave lay 
there. The knowledge of it had been passed down from 
father to son through hundreds of years. 

The village leader passed through the narrow opening. 
Don Cornelio followed, squeezing through and muttering 
curses softly to himself. After him came Dojia Inez and the 
others. A dim lantern lighted the way of those in front, but 
those following had to feel their way along in the darkness 
that closed in all too quickly about them. 
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There was not much to be seen in the inner cave. The 
lantern light shone down on a block of stone, with a 
scooped-out place in the center and a runway for the blood 
of the oldtime sacrifices. The walls faded out in utter black- 
ness. Somewhere in the dark the dry rustling of a snake 
could be heard. 

Dojia Inez shivered. For all that she helped Don Cornelio 
with his witchcraft, she was often afraid—afraid of the ter- 
rible ones and afraid of the living snakes and other dangers 
of the night expeditions. 

The light of the lantern was put out. There in the pitch- 
black darkness Don Cornelio began to chant the words of 
his magic spells. The chants rang wild in the echoing cave, 
as he worshiped the terrible ones. With the old, old magic 
he made sacrifice to the old gods. 

Fear and dread filled the cave. For the terrible ones had 
no love in their hearts, the frightened people knew. They 
were not like God, of whom they had heard in church. Ah, 
if they might only believe that what the priest said was 
true—that the terrible ones did not exist—that there was 
only God! 

At last the worship was over. The lantern was lit once 
more. The little group stumbled away from the place of 
terror. 

The next day Don Cornelio and his wife went home. They 
were satisfied with their night’s work and well paid in coin 
and goods. 

After such trips Don Cornelio would take his books of 
black magic and study them anew, seeking fresh spells to 
learn. Most of all he searched for the spell that would really 
bind the terrible ones to his will. He hoped to find the 
secret words that would give him power over the old ones, 
so that his magic would always work. 

During the winter months, when travel was hard be- 
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cause of the bogged-down roads and there was not much 
to do in the villages, Don Cornelio had leisure. He and his 
wife often went to visit in the towns. On one such visit they 
wandered into the reading room of the Central American 
Mission. They were welcomed by the workers in that place, 
open for anyone to come into and read. They found a Bible 
in their own language. 

Don Cornelio was surprised. The priests had no Bible for 
the people to read. He had always liked books and he was 
interested in this one. That day he read the book of the 
Christian religion that he found in the reading room of the 
Evangelical mission station. 

As he went from big town to big town, he and his wife 
found other mission reading rooms. They took to going 
into them and reading from the Bible and talking over its 
teachings with the workers at the mission. They came to 
look forward to those visits. 

Don Cornelio began to be worried. The Bible told of God 
as One who is great, wise, loving, and powerful. The image 
of the terrible ones began to dim in his mind. They seemed 
to shrink in importance. They did not seem so real. 

Dofia Inez was puzzled. She noticed that her husband 
spoke less and less of his search for the greatest of all spells. 
She watched closely but she seldom saw him opening his 
books of black magic. 

“Wife-of-Mine,” he said one day, “my spirit is very 
troubled.” 

“Tell me, then,” she urged. 

“The priests are right. The terrible ones do not exist. 
There is only God.” 

Dojia Inez drew a long breath as if she had suddenly 
been freed from walking in fear. “Are you sure?” 

“Sure as a man may be! There cannot be both God and 
the terrible ones. My mind clings to the thought of God. 
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As a flower opening to the sun, my heart opens to him. 
When I think of him, gladness like the blue sky fills my 
mind, and the dark, terrible thoughts die out.” 

His wife’s face was flooded with relief. “I have always 
been afraid of the old ones. But I was more afraid not to 
believe in them. It is joy to know that they do not exist.” 

Don Cornelio still looked worried. “But our living! It is 
tied up in one bundle with the terrible ones. If we no longer 
do black magic, where will our beans and our fortillas come 
from? How will we eat? How will come the money for our 
clothing? Where shall I pick up the coins to pay rent to our 
landlord?” 

Dojia Inez looked troubled. “That is a difficulty, indeed,” 
she admitted. 

So for a time Don Cornelio practiced his witchcraft, 
although with more and more unhappiness. He still crept 
through the moonless nights to make sacrifices and to chant 
spells before the hidden altars. Yet each time he was more 
disturbed in mind than before. Each time his feet carried 
him with lagging steps to the villages where the troubled 
people looked on him with such faith and such hope. 

One day he and Dojia Inez stopped at the mission. They 
were sick at heart, for no one who lives a lie can be happy, 
and they were doing that which they themselves now felt 
to be evil. 

Don Cornelio leafed through the Bible restlessly. He 
could not bear to read about God. God was goodness, and 
he was giving his life to evil. Must he stop reading the 
Bible? 

His eyes kept catching at phrases as he turned the pages. 
He came to the Epistle of 1 Peter, to the end of the first 
chapter. The words stopped him. He read them carefully. 
““All flesh is like grass and all its glory like the flower of 
grass. The grass withers, and the flower falls, but the word 
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of the Lord abides for ever. That word is the good news 
which was preached to you.” 

“True! Ah, how true!” murmured Don Cornelio. “Nothing 
else endures. Nothing else matters. Nothing!” 

He turned to Dofia Inez as they sat alone in the quiet 
reading room. “Nothing matters but God,” he said to her 
earnestly. “Nothing at all. I see it now, Wife-of-Mine. We 
cannot go on believing in God in our hearts and yet earn- 
ing our living by making spells and sacrifices to the old 
ones that do not exist. Let us burn up our black magic 
books, Inez. I can find some other work to do so that we 
shall not go hungry.” 

Dofia Inez looked at him with sober, considering eyes. It 
would be hard to do without the gifts, the money, and the 
easy living. But it would be worth while. 

“I am willing,” she said, “more than willing.” 

So it came about that one evening when the rain poured 
down and mud was thick in the streets, the little chapel of 
the mission was filled to overflowing. Word had gone out 
that Don Cornelio, whom everyone suspected of practicing 
black magic, and his wife, Dofia Inez, had something they 
wished to say to the Evangelical Christians. Through the 
rain the people came to hear what that something could 
possibly be. 

It was not easy for Don Cornelio to stand up before the 
church people. Many of them were strangers to him. Nor 
was it easy to admit openly about the black magic and the 
secret spells. It was harder yet to tell about the sacrifices 
and the worship of the terrible ones at the hidden altars in 
the caves. The church people shrank back in dismay as Don 
Cornelio spoke. 

But Don Cornelio went on bravely. He told about read- 
ing the Bible. He told how the love of God had come flood- 
ing into his soul like dawn over the mountains after a stormy 
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night. He told how he had resisted giving his heart to God, 
how he had feared for his bread and his clothing and his 
comfortable home. The feelings of the church people 
warmed to him in their sympathy. 

At last Don Cornelio and Dofia Inez brought forward 
their books of black magic—old volumes handed down 
through long generations. They brought the charms they 
had made and the written spells. 

“We are ready to burn them,” they said. “We will wipe 
clean from our minds the spells and the charms we know, 
as the winds blow clouds from the sky when the rainy 
season is over. 

The rain outside had stopped. In the patio beside the 
chapel a fire was built. One by one the books and the 
charms were placed upon it. The flames roared high through 
the dark night, and at last there was nothing left but a hand- 
ful of ashes. 

Don Cornelio held his hands, palms up, to the sky. “The 
books of black magic are gone,” he said, “ “but the word of 
the Lord abides for ever’! It abides for ever and by it 
will we build our lives.” 

“Amen,” said the people reverently. “And may God guide 
us all to do the same.” 


14. The Strength to Be Good 


Korea 


Kim shivered a little as he lay curled up on the mat that 
was his bed. His mother frowned anxiously in the dim light. 
They both listened hard. It was late, late in the night. 

Yes, the sound was getting nearer. Pak was coming home, 
and he was roaring drunk. 

Tears crept down the cheeks of Kim’s mother. Pak had 
worked so hard the past week. He had taken the week’s gar- 
den stuff to market, firmly resolved to sell quickly and to 
bring home his hard-earned money for the family to use. 

“It has happened again,” mourned Kim. “He has gotten 
drunk, and the money is now in the hands of the gamblers.” 

Pak was very drunk indeed when he came into the little 
Korean farmhouse. His clothing, which had been fresh and 
neat as a careful housewife could make it when he left for 
town that morning, was torn and dirty. One eye was bat- 
tered shut. His pockets, his wife knew, were empty. 

When morning came and Pak woke, he was overcome 
with despair. He sat with his head bowed in his hands. 

Then Kim and his mother did their best to comfort him. 
“You were tempted,” Kim’s mother said. “Never mind! We 
can live on vegetables again this week. Your coat can be 
mended. Kim can still wear his old sandals. They are not 
quite worn out. Next week, when you go to the market, you 
will come back without getting into the hands of the 
gamblers or into a fight.” 

But Pak was discouraged clear to the bottom of his heart. 
“Ai-yoh!” he mourned aloud. “Was it for this we left our 
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home? Was it for this we came to this monastery, far from 
the city? Is it then to be the same old story? Am I to work 
from dawn to dusk in the monastery garden, and then fall 
into temptation the moment my feet tread the city streets 
again?” Pak nearly wept. For when he was himself, his 
desire to do what was right was strong and keen. But he 
had no strength to withstand the temptation to drink, to 
gamble, and to fight. 

“We might give a greater offering in the temple,” his 
wife suggested timidly. 

Pak looked at her with sorrowful eyes. “This Buddhism!” 
he protested. “It is a religion that says, ‘Be good! Be good!’ 
But it gives me no strength with which to be so. Of what use 
is it to put an offering on the altar? Does it make me less 
quick to pour out my coppers for a drink? Does it keep me 
from laying my silver on the gamblers’ tables? Does it cause 
my feet to turn aside from the brawling instead of walking 
straight into the midst of a fight? No!” Pak spoke firmly. “No 
more offerings!” 

Kim went with Pak to market the next week. He hoped 
that he could help to keep his father away from temptation. 

But once in the city, Kim was dismayed. No sooner had 
part of the produce been sold than Pak was off, joyfully 
leaving his son in charge of what was left. Kim sighed. He 
had no heart to try to sell. What was the use? His father 
would come back drunk and demand the rest of the money 
to go gambling. 

But as Kim watched his father’s tall figure go toward the 
place-of-drinking, he saw him stop and stand, listening to 
something. Kim wished that he could find out what it was. 

Minutes went by. Still Pak stood motionless. What in the 
world was it that could keep him from going after a drink? 
Kim sold what was left in the baskets as quickly as he could 
and hurried to his father’s side. 
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A man, neatly dressed and with a smiling face, was read- 
ing from a little book. Just as Kim came up he closed the 
little book and began to talk. “Buy one!” he urged. “In this 
little book you will find glad tidings of salvation. Its teach- 
ing will save you from wickedness.” 

Pak was talking under his breath. “Save me from wicked- 
ness? No! Ah no! Nothing can do that!” He noticed Kim 
standing beside him. “Did I not tell you to stay by the 
baskets?” 

“I have sold all, my father.” 

“The money?” Pak eagerly held out his hand. 

“Let me keep it, my father. Only till we get home. Let 
me give it to my mother.” 

Dull red crept into Pak’s face. “Even my son knows I am 
not to be trusted with the money I earn,” he said sadly. 
“Keep it, then, Kim, this once. But stay out of my sight, lest 
I snatch it from you and gamble it away.” 

The man who had been reading was listening. “Why gam- 
ble it away?” he asked politely. “A man such as you, by 
your looks, should not care for gambling.” His gaze wan- 
dered to Pak’s work-hardened hands. 

“A worker, and a good worker, to judge by your hands,” 
he said. 

“True!” Pak was glad enough to talk. Anything to keep 
himself away from the place-of-drinking! “A good farmer. 
Things grow beneath my fingers. But there my good fortune 
ends.” 

The man with the book was interested. “How can that 
be?” 

Pak liked the man. He liked his quiet courtesy. Perhaps 
this man, who had said his book could save him, would be 
able to help. “See you, sir, I work hard. I bring my produce 
here to market. And then, and then—” 

He thrust out his hands in despair. “The gods alone know 
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what devil comes to possess me. With the money in my hand 
I go to the place-of-drinking. And what is left I spend with 
the gamblers. And should there be a thread of an excuse for 
fighting, I fight.” 

Kim broke in. “But, sir, he is a most good father. And if 
you could but see him work! No rest does he take but works 
from dawn to dusk to grow the food we need, my mother 
and I. Only it is as he says. He cannot bring home the 
money he has earned by his hard work.” 

The man looked thoughtfully at the farmer. Pak seemed 
like a person with plenty of determination. If only he could 
learn not to give way to his longing for strong drink and 
his love of gambling and fighting! 

“There is no hope for me,” whispered Pak. 

“Ah, but there is!” The man brought out four little copies 
of the four Gospels. “Here you will find it, the way of 
salvation from your wrongdoing. Here you will learn of One 
who can give you strength to be good. Will you buy these 
small books, my friend? Will you spend money for these 
instead of going to the place-of-drinking?” 

Kim made a motion to draw out the money as his father 
hesitated. But the keen eyes of the man saw him. He put out 
a hand in protest. “Your father it is who must choose. The 
way of salvation or the way of destruction. After one drink 
it would be too late to make the choice. He would be 
chained to his drinking and his gambling once more.” 

Pak still hesitated. How he longed to go and pour the 
strong but soothing drink down his throat! To feel no longer 
troubled, but boastful and ready to fight! But he was not 
altogether a weakling. The man who had left his home in 
town and gone to a lonely monastery garden far, far from 
friends and old haunts just so that he might be farther from 
temptation was able to make himself choose now. 

He drew out the money. “I will buy.” 
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“Good!” The man smiled as he handed over the four 
Gospels. “You will not regret your purchase. And now—” 

Pak did not wait for him to finish. “Now I take the road 
home. For this once I return with my money unspent.” 

Yet he did not go right at once. He stopped at a stall, and 
with Kim’s admiring help he bought for Kim’s mother a 
new garment. Kim’s eyes were bright with delight—delight 
that they were going home with the week’s earnings in their 
pockets, delight at what his mother would say when she saw 
the new robe. 

How short it seemed, that long road home! Pak was a 
new man. His unhappiness was gone. He had been to town. 
He had sold his produce in the market place. And by the 
help of a man with a book he was on his way home, with 
money in his pocket and his head up in the air. 

Many were the merry tales he told Kim as they trudged 
along the road. Kim’s love for his father was tinged with 
pride now—pride because he had left untouched that which 
tempted him. 

It was nearing dusk as they reached the monastery. The 
smell of the incense the priests were offering drifted out 
over the walls. 

“Buddhism,” said Pak thoughtfully. “I do not know, 
Son-of-Mine, but my mind is beginning to tell me that the 
teaching of these books may be more to my liking than the 
old religion, which has not given me strength to do that 
which I know is right to do. We will see if the teaching in 
these new books can help.” 

Kim’s mother straightened up from her work at the sound 
of voices. She glanced at the sky. Not even a star was 
showing and the color of sunset was beginning to make a 
glory of the sky. It could not be that Pak and Kim were 
arriving homel It could not be that! 

And yet it was! Kim dancing with excitement, in spite 
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of his feet being weary with the miles of walking. Pak with 
the light in his eyes that had been there when they both 
were young. So clear-eyed and merry! Nor was her amaze- 
ment less when the new robe was brought forth and the 
remaining money was laid before her unbelieving eyes. 

Then Pak began to explain. He told about the man and 
about the words read from the book that had caught his 
attention. He told about the man’s saying that the teaching 
in the book would save him from wrongdoing, and about 
how he had chosen to buy the four little books and come 
right home. 

They ate then, a hastily prepared meal. Afterwards, for 
so long as the light lasted, Pak read aloud to his wondering 
wife and to Kim the amazing story that the Gospel writers 
had to tell. 

Evening after evening, when toil in the garden was over, 
Pak read. His wife, moving silently about her work, listened. 
So also did Kim, and the three of them talked about what 
they had read and wished they could know more of the 
teaching. 

Once more Pak went to market. With him went Kim. 
The man with the book was there, and Pak begged him to 
come to the monastery and visit him. That day for the 
second time, Pak and Kim went home early, heads in the 
air and money in their pockets. On this day Kim walked in 
new sandals, and his father carried a new short hoe for his 
garden work. 

Again there was the happiness of return to a hoping wife 
and mother, and a new telling of all that the man with the 
book had said. 

Weeks later the man came to visit. Still later a missionary 
followed in his tracks. Pak and his wife and Kim were by 
then following the road that the book showed them. They 
had become followers of Jesus. 
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“Strength to do right!” said Pak contentedly. “I have 
found it, and no longer do I work in despair, knowing that 
it is all in vain, once temptation faces me.” 

He could laugh now, could Pak, when his old friends the 
gamblers tried to persuade him to risk his money upon a 
chance. He could shake his head easily and walk away from 
the place-of-drinking. He had no wish to become a boaster 
or to pick a fight. Kim went often with him to market. Life 
was still full of hard work. But mixed with the work there 
was joy, and for what more than that can a person ask of 
life? 

There came a day when Pak, with his own goods sold out 
early, began to help the man sell books. The man watched 
him with deep attention. He found that Pak could sell ten 
Gospels and Bibles to his one. 

“There stands a man who should be giving his life to 
taking the message of salvation to others,” thought the man. 
“He should be one of us. For it is not everyone who cam 
talk to people and help them to find the path to doing 
right.” 

6 it came about that Pak, too, after a while, became a 
man-with-a-book. Far and wide he went, trudging along the 
roads of Korea, through rain and sun. Far and wide he told 
the story of salvation. Far and wide he sold the Bible or the 
New Testament or the Gospels. 

“Here is the book,” he would say, “that gives one strength 
to do what one knows is the right. I know, for through the: 
teachings of this book, I, who had no strength, gained it. 
And Pak the drinker, Pak the gambler and the brawler is he 
who now stands before you. Will you, too, buy?” 


15. The Search Flmong Thieves 
Paraguay 


SENor ANuNcIO walked steadily down the long country 
road. He didn’t go fast and he didn’t go slow. He went just 
like a man in Paraguay who has many miles to walk and 
must not get tired too early in the day. Sefior Anuncio was 
dressed in a neat gray suit and he carried a cane in one 
hand. In the other was a very small grip. Hung from his 
shoulder was a small pack. His shoes had been bright and 
shiny when he started, but now they were covered with 
dust. 

The workmen in the fields as he passed looked at him 
with surprise. They could see that he was a city gentle- 
man. 

“What is a sefior from the city doing here?” they mut- 
tered. “It is very unusual for such a person to be walking 
along the country road. Rich people from the city usually 
come galloping through on horseback, scattering our poor 
chickens from the village streets as they go.” 

So they stared at Sefior Anuncio as he went by. But he 
paid no attention to the stares. He carried his small grip 
tightly. His bright eyes watched the birds and the little 
animals that ran from the roadside as he passed. 

For several days Sefor Anuncio had been walking. He 
had left his home in the big city, with a pack of small copies 
of the Gospels hung from his shoulder. He had determined 
to walk as far as the village of Nogales that he found on his 
map. Beginning there and walking back through all the 
villages he had passed, he would read from the Gospels to 
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the people and try to sell as many copies as he could. He 
was, you see, a colporteur. His business was to try to help 
as many people as possible to have copies of the Bible or of 
different parts of it. On this day he was planning to reach 
Nogales. He had not much farther to go. 

At last he came to the edge of the village for which he 
was bound. He was sure it must be Nogales, but he had to 
be certain. He noticed some children playing under a 
spreading tree. 

“Yes, Sefior,” they said when he questioned them, “the 
village is Nogales. And you can see the plaza in the center 
of the village from here. It is a very little village,” they 
added. 

Sefior Anuncio sat down to rest before going on. The 
children did not go back to their play. They stood shyly at 
a little distance and looked at him. They were not used to 
sefiores who came walking down the road to their village. 

Senior Anuncio smiled at them. 

“Would you care to hear a story?” he asked. 

“And why not?” The children crowded around. It seemed 
silly to them that anyone should ask whether or not they 
wanted to hear a story. They always wanted to hear stories. 
Since they had no books, the only stories they knew were 
those that were told to them by older people. 

Sefior Anuncio sat down on a log. The children gathered 
around him on the grass. 

“Long, long ago,” he began. He told them the tales that 
all children have loved since the time when mothers and 
fathers and uncles and aunts and grandmothers and grand- 
fathers began telling the stories of the Bible to children. 

“Tell us another,” begged the children, after Sefior Anun- 
cio had told them seven stories. 

“One more,” he agreed. 

This time he told them the story of the selfish son who 
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took his share of his father’s money and went away to a 
faraway place and wasted it all in foolish living. 

Sefior Anuncio did not see, as he began the story, that 
an old man had come softly hobbling up behind him and 
was listening. After the story was finished and the children 
had gone off to play, the old man spoke to him. 

“My son has gone to a faraway place, too,” he said sadly. 
“He has gone to the big city. And from what I hear, I am 
afraid that he, too, is wasting his money foolishly.” 

“Tell me about him,” said Sefior Anuncio. 

The old father told him. He loved his boy, oh, ever so 
much. “His mother and I grieve all day and all night. We 
lorg for him to come home to us,” said the old man. “He 
left after the sugar harvest, and that is a long time ago. If 
his heart had inclined him to come back, it would have 
been long before now.” He sighed deeply. 

“I will go to the faraway city,” thought Sefior Anuncio. 
“T will see what I can do to find that foolish young man.” 
But he did not say anything out loud. He did not wish to 
raise the old man’s hopes. 

Sefior Anuncio cut short his visit in the country. He went 
back to the city. He hunted up some people whose names 
the old father had mentioned. “They were supposed to be 
friends of my son!” he had said. 

“Do you know a young man from the country whose name 
is Jorge?” asked Sefior Anuncio. “He comes from the village 
of Nogales.” 

“We used to know him,” admitted the friends cautiously. 
What did this neat little man want, they wondered. 

“Used to? Don’t you know him now?” 

“We have not seen him for months,” said the friends. 

Then as they saw how worried Sefior Anuncio looked, 
they decided to tell him more. He did not seem to be the 
sort of person who would get other people into trouble. 
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“Jorge has been visiting the ‘bad hats,” they said. 

“Ah!” said Sefior Anuncio. He pursed up his mouth. “That 
is not good.” He knew very well who the “bad hats” were. 
They were thieves. They made their living through robbery. 

Sefior Anuncio went to his lodging. He wondered what 
he should do. At last he had an idea. 

He went down into the thieves’ part of town. He stood on 
a street corner. Very quietly he began to speak out loud. 
He began to tell the story of the Prodigal Son. When he 
had told it at one street corner, he went on and repeated 
it at another corner. Sometimes he leaned against a wall 
in the middle of the block and told the story. 

Each time he told it, he thought about the old man down 
in the country, longing for his boy’s return. And, thinking 
of him, he made the story so full of the father’s love and 
desire to see his boy that even the thieves who listened to it 
were filled with respect. They took nothing from the pockets 
of Sefior Anuncio. 

One dark evening when he had just finished telling the 
story, a little twist of paper fell at his feet. Someone had 
dropped it from the window just above him. On it Sefior 
Anuncio read, “Please come up to me.” 

That message was exactly what Sefior Anuncio had been 
hoping and praying for. He turned and went into the house 
without stopping to find out whether or not it belonged to 
the thieves and whether it was dangerous. He hurried up- 
stairs and knocked on the door of the room whose window 
had been above him. 

There on a bed in the room sat a young man, looking 
very uncertain of himself. 

“I heard your story,” he said, “and it is about a man like 
me. I hoped you would come up and talk with me.” 

“Tell me about yourself,” invited Sefor Anuncio, sitting 
down on the bed beside the young man. 
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“I lived in the country in a small village named No- 
gales,” began the young man. Sefior Anuncio’s eyes sparkled, 
but he did not interrupt. “I took all the money I made in 
the sugar harvest and all my father would lend me, and I 
came to the city. I thought I would get rich. But I spent 
the money in foolish ways. My friends helped me, but when 
I had no money left, they threw me out.” He bowed his 
head down into his hands and rocked to and fro. “Stupid, 
stupid that I was!” He waited a moment and then went on. 
“I was ashamed to go home. My father would be so angry. 
He might disown me. Better he should think me dead than 
for me to go home penniless.” 

Sefior Anuncio looked sympathetic, but he asked no ques- 
tions. 

“Tonight,” the young man went on, “I heard the story 
you were telling down there on the street. And the father 
in the story was not angry. He still loved his son. Do you 
think,” he asked Sefior Anuncio, “that there is any chance 
that my father would welcome me home like the father in 
the story?” 

“Every chance in the world,” said Sefior Anuncio. “Every 
chance in the world.” 

Then he told the young man how he had been at Nogales 
and how the old father had crept up to listen to the story 
and had told him how he longed for his son. 

“Could it be,” asked Sefior Anuncio, “that you are that 
very son?” 

The young man got up and straightened his shoulders. 
He looked Sefior Anuncio straight in the eye. “I am. And 
this very night I will leave here and start back to my father. 
I will find a job and work hard and prove that I am sorry 
for my foolishness.” 

“Good!” said Sefior Anuncio. “I am going to give you 
something that will help you to keep that promise.” He 


THE BIBLE INTO ALL THE WORLD 99 


took from his pocket a New Testament. “Here,” he said. 
“Open this.” 

The book opened to the story of the Prodigal Son, be- 
cause Sefior Anuncio had turned to that place so often. 
“Read this story. Read other stories from this book. Read 
the teachings of Jesus. You will come to love him and want 
to walk in his way.” 

The young man took the New Testament. “I will read it, 
I promise you,” he said simply. 

“Come away from here now,” said Sefior Anuncio. “I will 
take you to my lodgings. It is too late to start out upon the 
road tonight.” 

In the morning Sefior Anuncio set the young man upon 
his way. “Do not delay upon the road,” he urged. “Do not 
keep that loving father and mother of yours waiting an 
hour longer than is necessary!” 

He watched the young man striding off into the distance. 

“What happiness there is going to be in the village of 
Nogales!” Sefior Anuncio said to himself. 


10. four Chickens and Twice fifty Miles 


Africa 


THERE was almost no spare money among the people where 
Bula lived. In his part of Africa men and women traded for 
what they needed. And as for a boy such as Bula himself, 
well, what child ever had money? 

Bula wandered out to where the goats were pasturing 
and sat down under a scraggly tree to think. 

“Money I must have,” he muttered. “It is not well to beg 
it from my father. Surely anything that is to be given as 
a gift to the church should be one’s own and not the handed- 
on gift of another.” 

Up came Walif to get Bula to play. But Bula was not in 
the mood. 

“My heart is troubled by the words of Pastor Moses,” he 
explained, “the words that poured thundering like water in 
a waterfall from his lips this morning.” 

“They were strong words,” admitted Walif. “In my mind, 
too, they are still shouting.” 

“It was news to me,” said Bula, “that there are still people 
in the world without the Bible. I had thought that we were 
nearly the last people in the world who needed the Bible 
brought to them.” 

“T also,” agreed Walif. “But Pastor Moses spoke with great 
sureness. He said that of a certainty there is need for the 
Bible to go to others.” 

“The words that trouble me,” stated Bula frankly, “are 
not those. If he said that others need the Bible, it must be so, 
for Pastor Moses is a person who hates any word that tells 
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a lie. But he also said that we who have the Bible must—” 

“Must pass it on to others,” finished Walif. “Those words 
trouble me also, for the gathering of money to send Bibles 
is to be made on the next Lord’s Day. And shall I pass the 
coconut shell through my empty hands and let no offering 
fall from them into it?” 

“Shame would come to me to do so!” sighed Bula. 

“But there is no money in my hands,” went on Walif. 

“Nor mine,” echoed Bula. 

“Nor anything that belongs to me that could be sold,” 
said Walif. 

“Not a thing!” 

They spent a few gloomy minutes in silence. 

“I heard it said about chickens—” began Walif thought- 
fully. 
“What about chickens?” 

“That the chief gives a feast at the end of the month 
and will buy.” 

“I have chickens,” said Bula hopefully. 

“T also.” 

“Chickens of my own. If I choose to sell two instead of 
using them to eat on the next feast day, it is of concern to 
no one but me.” 

“Or to me about mine. Only’—and Walif looked very, 
very sober—“it will not be a joyful time when everyone else 
eats chicken and you and I eat beans.” 

“No, not very joyful,” agreed Bula. 

Then he got resolutely to his feet. “Walif, it is not very 
joyful for people to be without the Bible. If we can each 
send two chickens’ worth of the Bible to those faraway 
people, we can eat beans and not mind it. At least, not mind 
it too much.” 

Walif sprang to his feet. He was always ready to act when 
there was something to be done. 
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“What better time than now to catch them?” 

The two boys went to the roughly made run where the 
chickens were kept fenced in with thorny bushes. They de- 
cided which ones they could spare. 

Then the chase began. To and fro the boys dashed after 
the chickens. Bula came up with two long tail feathers. Walif 
held a squawking hen for just a moment before she flapped 
loose. Both boys were gasping for breath before they suc- 
ceeded in catching their two fowls each. 

They tied the legs of each chicken together with a twist 
of grass cord and hurried off to the chief's house. But once 
they arrived there, disappointment awaited them. The 
chiefs cook would not pay what they expected. He offered 
only a small price. 

“Hol Every boy in the tribe will be bringing us chickens 
for sale. Is the chief a rich man that he should pay town 
prices for country chickens? Not one coin more than I have 
offered you will I pay.” 

Bula and Walif retired to a shady spot out of hearing to 
consider the offer. 

“Town prices? What are they?” 

Bula went to his father to inquire. He came back to re- 
port to Walif. 

“That is almost twice as much as the chief's cook will pay.” 

“But the town is fifty miles away.” 

“This week we are having our holiday from school. We 
could walk to the town,” suggested Walif. 

Bula looked unbelieving. “It would take days!” 

Walif nodded. “I have an uncle who lives halfway there. 
We could sleep at his house overnight. And we have walked 
twenty-five miles in a day often and often.” 

Bula knew that. He and Walif were strong and were used 
to long, stiff trips on foot. The whole question was, would 
the result of the trip be worth the trouble? 
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“If we sell here at the small price, we two can give four 
chickens’ worth of Bible to those people,” figured Bula slow- 
ly. 

“If we sell in the town we can get twice as much. It will 
be the same as eight chickens’ worth!” 

“Let us do it,” urged Walif. “Twice as big a gift and the 
fun of going to town besides!” 

“The hard work of going to town, you mean,” groaned 
Bula. “But it will be worth it to double our gift.” 

So, with permission gained from their parents, they set 
forth the next day. It was a hard trip, with the chickens to 
carry and food for the journey as well. 

It was easy to sell the chickens in town. The boys received 
twice as much as the chief’s cook had offered. They clinked 
the coins joyfully in their hands. 

The road home seemed easier. The double price for the 
chickens weighed little. It was securely fastened into the 
boys’ clothing, and their pride was high. 

Next Lord’s Day came at last. Pastor Moses stood before 
his people. He reminded them of the need for Bibles in 
faraway lands. 

As the coconut-shell offering plate passed from hand to 
hand, Bula grinned broadly at Walif. The tinkle of coins 
sounded forth to the ears of the whole congregation as the 
boys opened their hands to let the town price of four chick- 
ens fall into the shell they held between them. 

The whole congregation and Pastor Moses himself smiled 
at the sound. They knew all about the boys’ long trip of 
twice fifty miles to double their offering. And many were 
the coins that went into the coconut shell because of the 
understanding that Bula’s and Walif’s plan for giving had 
brought to the people of the village. 


17. Felipe Takes Out the Word 


Cuba 


FELIPE sat brooding under the shade of a palm tree. The 
soft breezes that fan the island of Cuba rustled the branches 
far above the young man’s head. A friend went by. “Hola! 
Felipe!” he called out as he passed on the other side of the 
street. Felipe said not a word but smiled and waved his 
hand. 

His mother came out from the house behind him. Most 
men were off working, but she was used in the last few 
weeks to seeing Felipe darkly brooding in unaccustomed 
silence. “Would you not like to go down to the market, 
my son?” she asked. 

Felipe shook his head. Still no word. 

“It is not good for you to be here alone.” 

Felipe opened his mouth then, and sounds came out, 
sounds that could hardly be called words. His mother un- 
derstood them though. Why would he want to go anywhere 
now that the accident had made it impossible for him to 
speak so that people could understand him? He was doomed 
to write on a piece of paper and hand it to those to whom 
he wished to “say” anything. 

His mother put a sympathetic hand on his shoulder and 
left him to his unhappiness. 

Felipe sighed at last and pulled from his pocket a little 
Testament. It was a consolation to him to read it. He could 
forget his trouble as he read the Gospels and the Book of 
Acts and the Epistles. 

“I had thought,” said Felipe to himself, “that some day 
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I might be a seller of Bibles to the people of my land. Now 
that is impossible. Who ever heard of a man who cannot 
speak selling anything?” 

Felipe began to picture himself, as he often had before, 
going out along the road, carrying a bundle of Gospels and 
Testaments and Bibles and getting people interested in 
them so they would buy them. His imaginings set his mind 
aflame with the desire to do this work. Then a voice came 
to Felipe in his mind. “Send out my Word!” said the voice. 
“I will help you. Go out! Go out!” 

Felipe felt confused. Did God want him, a man without 
a voice, to go out and do this thing? Again he heard the 
voice. “Go out! I will help you.” 

Felipe bowed his head. “I will go, Lord. But unless you 
do help me it will be of no account.” 

A few days later Felipe started out on his new work. He 
took the bus to the next town. He carried some copies of 
the Gospels with him. He had made a plan. In the town, 
he would open a Gospel to a verse he especially loved and, 
pointing to it, would hold the booklet so the person next 
to him could see it. He would smile as if to say, “Read! 
Read this verse!” 

Felipe’s plan worked. The person to whom he held out 
the book would, as often as not, read the verse. 

Soon Felipe found that he could carry some cards in his 
pocket. On each was printed, in simple, large letters, some 
one thing he would like to say, such as, “I am selling copies 
of this little book. Would you like to buy one?” He would 
pass the card to the person who had read the verse. 

He wandered along the streets of town and village, show- 
ing his verses, holding up his cards. And to his surprise, 
people often bought the books. Then he would take the 
bus to the next town. 

Sometimes Felipe would go to a factory. Sometimes he 
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was allowed inside. “It is the man with the little books!” 
the doorkeeper would call out. And Felipe would show 
his little books to the workers. Someone who could read 
would read aloud the cards he held up. And usually some 
would buy one or more of the little books. Felipe would 
move along to the offices of the managers. Again his smile 
and his gestures would gain him admittance. Often those 
in charge would buy a little book. 

Felipe had no time now to sit under the palm tree and 
brood over his trouble. He began to take a thermos of hot 
coffee with him, a pocketful of candy or chewing gum. He 
would smile at the mother of a fretful child and offer the 
child chewing gum. The grateful mother would be quite 
ready to look at the little book this friendly and understand- 
ing man held out to her. She was willing to read and often 
to buy. 

The weary bus driver at the end of a run was happy to 
have a cup of hot coffee. And the tired person waiting at 
the bus stop, who thought the bus would never come along, 
was refreshed by a piece of candy from the smiling man 
who never tried to speak but who held out a book pointing 
to a verse as if asking help in reading it. The reading 
helped to pass the waiting time and, somehow, what the 
traveler read often gave him a helpful idea. And more little 
books changed hands. 

The Cuban office of the Bible Society could not under- 
stand how it was that Felipe kept coming back for more 
and more and more little books. 

“What do you do with them, Felipe?” they asked. 

“I sell them,” Felipe replied, in the croaking voice that 
only those who heard him often could understand. Now 
that he was busy and useful, he talked more, and he was 
beginning to make people understand the hoarse sounds 
he tried to shape into words. “I sell them!” 
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“How is it possible?” they wondered in the office. “Who 
ever heard of a man who cannot speak selling the Scrip- 
tures?” 

But when Felipe had been at work for a year, the record 
of his sales was counted up, and the number was hardly 
to be believed. It was far above the number sold by the 
regular workers. 

“How do you do it?” Felipe was asked. 

He couldn't answer. But he remembered that the voice 
of God had said to him, “Go out! I will help you.” It was 
with God’s help that he had done his work. 

One day Felipe was called into the Bible Society office. 
“You sell the Scriptures, we do not know how. So we are 
going to appoint you an official colporteur of the Bible 
Society,” he was told. 

Felipe’s smile, always happy, became radiant. This was 
what he had dreamed of becoming, before the accident took 
away his voice. It was the dream he had thought could never 
come true. But now, somehow, it was true. He belonged 
to the Bible Society family of workers! 

Felipe used buses for his travels. Sometimes he had to 
pay fare; more often the driver just waved to him to get on 
without paying. Wherever the bus went, across the lovely 
countryside, through fields and forests, Felipe went, too, 
getting off at villages and towns and taking a later bus on 
to the next place. 

But as he rode he saw lonely figures out in the fields. 
Farm workers, owners of tiny plots of land, solitary families. 
“I should go to them,” thought Felipe. “But how? The bus 
would let me off, since the drivers are my friends. But how 
can I be sure I could stop the next one to get onP What can 
I do? 

“A horse!” thought Felipe. “That’s it. Tl get a horse!” 

So he bought a horse. Now he could carry more of the 
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little books of the Gospels, the Epistles, and the Testaments. 
He could carry a few complete Bibles. 

He trained his horse to be his helper. The moment the 
horse saw a man working in a field, no matter how far off 
the road, it turned from the highway and went across the 
fields to the man. When the horse reached the man it would 
stop. Then Felipe would offer a cup of coffee, a piece of 
candy, some chewing gum, or just a friendly smile. He 
would pull out his little books and his cards, and before 
long, he would have helped the man to read a verse or two 
and encouraged him to spend a penny or two to get a copy 
of the little book for himself. The horse knew when it was 
time to go on. Felipe’s hand on the bridle would stir, and 
the horse would move slowly off, back to the highway or on 
to another worker in a field still farther off. 

“Do you know how many books you have sold this year, 
Felipe? How many Gospels?” the Bible Society people 
would ask at the end of the year. Felipe would smile and 
shake his head. He didn’t keep count. It wasn’t the num- 
ber that mattered. It was the memory of the faces of those 
to whom the little books brought comfort or a new hope 
or a vision of something better than they had known or 
the thought of a loving God and of a redeeming Saviour. 

“We have the figures, Felipe,” they would say. “You 
have distributed eighty thousand Gospels this year! Eighty 
thousand!” 

They would understand Felipe’s humble attempt to say, 
“It is not I. It is God working through me.” And they would 
nod agreement. “Yes, it is God working through you.” 

They would smile as he swung off with a new load of 
Gospels and other little books of the Bible. They loved 
Felipe, and so did everyone who knew the “man of the 
little books.” Everyone, rich or poor, who had come to 
know him loved him. 
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When Felipe rode the bus, he wished it would go faster 
and not stop so often at places where he had already been. 
He wished it would take him faster to places where he had 
not been. When he rode his horse, he wished it could take 
him to more farms. The horse was faithful but slow. 

“I will buy a motorcycle!” thought Felipe. A smile spread 
itself over his face. “I can strap two huge bags of Gospels 
on the back of the motorcycle.” 

Felipe came home with his new purchase. Beaming, he 
showed it to his mother. She was appalled. “But this ma- 
chine is dangerous, my son! You will crash into a tree and 
kill yourself!” 

Felipe patted her shoulder comfortingly. He spoke slow- 
ly in the croaking speech she understood more easily than 
anyone. “God will care for me,” croaked Felipe. “With this 
machine I can serve him better. I will spread the Gospel 
at sixty miles an hour!” He laughed happily. 

She smiled unwillingly. Then she laughed, too. “Truly 
God has led you in a wonderful way. Just be careful, my 
son. That is all I ask.” 

Felipe nodded. Of course he would be careful. But what 
a wonderful way to carry God’s Word to those who had 
never had it before! Off he started in a cloud of dust to 
make his first trip on the new motorcycle. 


18. A Miner Strikes Pay Dirt 


United States 


Hicu above the little shack of old Jan towered the Rocky 
Mountains. In winter, snow piled deep around it, and bit- 
ter winds howled down the canyons, whipping the ever- 
greens. 

Jan, the old miner, did no mining then. When snow was 
deep he thought of Finland, where he had been born and 
where his childhood had been spent. He remembered the 
days when the sun had glittered bright on long stretches of 
unspotted snow. He thought of the boys and girls speeding 
down the steep forest slopes on the skis they loved so much. 

On dark winter evenings Jan would remember his Finnish 
home. He would close his eyes and see once more his sturdy 
father and his strong, comfortable mother, sitting close by 
a blazing fire with their children gathered around the fire- 
place. Jan could almost hear his father reading in his deep, 
calm voice from the old family Bible. 

Jan would go to his chest and open it. He would bring out 
his one treasure—the big Finnish Bible that his father had 
given him on the day he left home to come to the New 
World. By the light of his kerosene lamp Jan would trace 
out the words. His fingers would follow the printed lines 
For companionship he would read out loud, in the Finnish 
language that his childhood had known, the teachings of 
Jesus, or the adventures of Paul, or the majestic poetry of 
the Psalms, or the stories of heroes of Old Testament days. 

Somehow, although he could never get to a church, Jan 
managed to read his Bible and to offer the prayers his 
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mother had taught him. He lived a quiet life, making a bare 
living at his mining, always hoping to strike “pay dirt,” a 
find of gold or silver or copper that would bring him wealth. 
But meantime, he was content to be kindly and true and 
honest in all he did, and helpful to his friends and neighbors. 

Jan was far away, up in one of the canyons, where he was 
hoping to find some kind of mineral, the day his lonely shack 
took fire. No one was there to save it. When he came back 
to the clearing, leading his little burro, he stood staring. No 
shack! Just charred bits of wood! Nothing left of his home 
or all that he possessed—little though that had been. 

At first Jan stared, stunned, hardly able to believe it. Then 
he rushed forward. His chest! Perhaps by some miracle it 
had been saved. 

But no, there was no trace of it. 

Then slow tears began to run down Jan’s face. Not for 
his shack. After all, he could build another one. Not for his 
blankets and pots and pans. He could buy others with the 
savings that he had in the bank in the Center, a couple of 
miles down the mountainside. But for his one treasure he 
grieved—his Finnish Bible! No one had Finnish Bibles in 
this country where he lived. His Bible was gone and could 
never be replaced. 

Jan built a new shack, and people from the Center who 
knew the old miner and loved him brought blankets and 
pots and pans, and a rough chair or two, and a lamp and a 
stove. 

“Why not?” they said. “After all, old Jan has spent his 
days in this country, going for aid when someone was 
snowed in, or chopping wood for a sick neighbor in a lone- 
ly clearing, or helping someone with a job that needed two 
to do it.” 

So old Jan began life again. Only it was not quite the 
same. On winter days his thoughts went back with the first 
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white snowfall to his childhood in Finland. But after dark 
when his lamp was lit there was no Bible to pore over. 

“English I cannot read,” he would explain to the church 
people at the Center who offered to give him a Bible. “Too 
many are the words that I do not understand. It is not the 
same. Only in Finnish does the Bible speak to my heart. 
And Finland is across the ocean and I cannot go there to 
buy a new Bible.” 

Whenever Jan went to the Center for supplies he stopped 
to visit the Blakes. Little Clara Blake was his favorite of all 
the children in the village. One day as he hitched his burro 
to the post in front of the house, Clara came dancing out to 
meet him. 

“Jan! Jan! I think I know where you can get a Finnish 
Bible!” she said. “Look what they gave us in Sunday school 
today.” 

Clara had a little booklet in her hand. “See!” she said 
eagerly as she opened it. “A verse from the Bible, printed in 
ever so many languages.” 

Jan took the booklet in his hand. Yes, there were ever 
and ever so many languages there. Clara leaned against his 
knee and ran her finger down the page. 

“Chinese,” she read, “and Japanese and Dutch and Ital- 
ian!” 

They went on through the booklet. 

“Ah!” Jan suddenly drew in a long breath. “It is here! 
It is here!” 

He had come to the verse in Finnish and he pored over 
the familiar words. They said to him in his own old language 
what they did to Clara in English—“For God so loved the 
world that he gave his only Son, that whoever believes in 
him should not perish but have eternal life.” 

“It is the same! It is just as it was in my Bible,” said Jan, 
with a smile reaching up into his eyes. 
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Then the smile faded. “But it is only one little verse,” he 
said. “A wonderful verse, but just one.” 

Clara turned the little booklet over. “Let us write to the 
people who made this. Maybe they have the whole Bible 
in Finnish,” she suggested to Jan. 

It was Clara’s mother who wrote the letter. 

Clara watched the mail. Day after day she examined the 
letters that came. At last there was one with “Bible House, 
New York,” in the upper left-hand corner. They kept it 
carefully for Jan. “Why doesn’t he come?” Clara asked day 
after day. 

It was almost a week before Jan came. Clara and her 
mother and father all stood around while the old man 
opened the letter. 

Yes, a Finnish Bible could be bought, the letter said. It 
told the price and just how the order should be sent in. 

The very next day a letter was in the mail on its way to 
New York, with Jan’s money order enclosed. 

Not long afterwards a package came for old Jan. Clara 
and her mother and father and all the neighbors gathered 
around to see the old miner open it. Jan’s gnarled old hands 
were firm as he cut the string and carefully unwrapped the 
paper. He opened the box that was inside. Clara held her 
breath. 

There it lay—the Holy Bible in the Finnish language. 

Old Jan’s hands trembled a little now as he lifted it out. 
He opened it to the Psalms, to the Gospel of Matthew, to 
the Book of Acts. 

“The same! It’s just the same! It’s all here!” he murmured. 
Then he looked at the smiling faces all around him. 

“All my life I look in the hills for pay dirt,” he said, “hop- 
ing some day to strike it.” He smiled happily. “And here 
it is! Pay dirt! Worth more than anything I could possibly 
ever dig out of the mountains!” 
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He wrapped his treasure up again. Supplies were loaded 
onto the tiny burro. Clara and her mother watched the old 
man disappear up the trail that led off into the canyon and 
to his lonely shack. 

That night, they knew, old Jan would light his kerosene 
lamp. He would draw his rough chair close to the table. He 
would lay his new-old treasure before him and his fingers 
would trace along line after line of the familar passages as 
he read out loud the words he had thought lost to him for- 
ever. 


19. The Man Who Surprised His Family 


Japan 


PLuM Bossom opened her dark eyes in horror. Yes, her 
father was speaking of Honorable Uncle, and the words 
that he was saying were hot and angry. 

“That drunkard!” The words came out loudly. “Why 
doesn’t he drink himself to death? Then at least he would 
stop disgracing the family.” 

Plum Blossom shrank back into the corner. She loved 
Honorable Uncle. He was kind and gentle and always 
brought her a toy when he visited their village. True, his 
face was often rather red and he talked foolishly at such 
times, but always, always he was gentle with her. How 
could Honorable Father say such things! 

But Honorable Father was not yet through with saying 
things about his brother. “Drunkard and spendthrift and 
gambler,” he shouted. “Not even the dealers will lend him 
money, nor give him supplies for his bicycle shop any more. 
He’s a good-for-nothing. A failure!” 

Honorable Uncle chose just that time to appear at the 
door. Plum Blossom rushed to the doorway to greet him. His 
eyes were clear and sparkling. No disagreeable odor of the 
rice wine of which he was so fond was anywhere about him. 
He smiled and patted her shoulder fondly. 

His brother scowled. He did not particularly care to have 
Honorable. Uncle coming to his house. Even Honorable 
Grandmother had ceased looking for him with pleasure. But 
here he was, and the family gathered to receive him. 

When the greetings were over, Honorable Uncle spoke. “I 
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have news you will be glad to hear,” he said, just a little 
nervously. “It is this. I have been reading a book, and I 
am become a new person. I am going to live a new life and 
give up my wine-drinking and gambling. No longer will I 
be a disgrace to the family.” 

Plum Blossom’s eyes sparkled. So there! Honorable Father 
was wrong about Honorable Uncle. She could have sung 
for happiness. 

But her father’s lips only curled into a scornful smile. 
“You! A new life!” he said. “That is a fine story to expect us 
to believe! Why, no power on earth can keep you from the 
rice wine! A worthless fellow such as you have become 
can’t change!” 

Honorable Uncle’s face grew pale. He had thought his 
family would be glad to hear. Instead, it was plain that they 
all agreed with Older Brother, Plum Blossom’s father. 

Honorable Uncle bowed politely. “May I tell you what 
has happened?” 

“We will listen. But make it short. The babbling tales of 
drunkards—” 

Honorable Grandmother spoke sharply. “Your brother is 
not drunk. We will listen with attention to his story.” 

Plum Blossom edged closer on the mat where they all sat 
on the clean floor. 

“Listen then. It is now some time ago that two men 
stopped to have their bicycles repaired at my shop. As I 
worked, I talked with them. They were sellers of the books 
of their religion, and I bought some small booklets that 
were parts of what they called the Bible. I read those book- 
lets. But they said nothing to my understanding.” 

Plum Blossom looked sympathetic. They had just started 
a study in school that said nothing, so far, to her under- 
standing, and she knew just how Honorable Uncle must 
feel. 
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“So when the men came again for more work, I told them 
that I could not understand the books. They invited me to 
the inn, saying they would explain the meaning of the teach- 
ings.” Honorable Uncle flushed. “I went. But first I drank 
much rice wine, so that I was almost drunk.” 

His brother muttered something, but Honorable Grand- 
mother’s eyes flashed and he said nothing out loud. 

“Very patient they were,” said Honorable Uncle. “Again 
and again I went to listen to them. And not once did they 
reproach me for drinking wine before I came. Verse after 
verse they read and explained.” 

Honorable Uncle stopped to think for a moment. “I grew 
interested. The teachings were good. And one evening they 
opened the Bible and pointed to a verse and asked me to 
read for myself. That verse, written in the book for all to 
read—can you guess what it said?” Honorable Uncle looked 
around. No one spoke. “It said, ‘Be not drunken with wine!’ ” 

“Ah-h-h!” said Plum Blossom’s father. 

“Then they spoke to me, and we read more, and I decided 
that I would be a follower of Jesus of whom the book 
teaches and that I would no longer drink rice wine or 
gamble or spend my money in wicked ways.” 

He looked at his family. But Honorable Father only 
laughed. “It is a good story. But to carry out a resolve is a 
different matter. How often have you promised me to drink 
no longer?” 

Honorable Grandmother smiled gently. “To make a re- 
solve is a good thing,” she said. “Come back, my son, when 
you have carried it out. That is a different thing.” 

Honorable Uncle rose. “I had hoped my news would make 
you happy,” he said sadly. 

“It would, if there were any chance of its being true,” 
said his brother shortly. 

Only Plum Blossom went clattering softly on her geta 
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down to the garden gate with her uncle. “It makes me 
happy,” she said. “I am glad, glad, glad!” 

Honorable Uncle’s sad eyes became bright again and full 
of determination. “You shall have reason, child.” And he 
walked away with a firm stride along the road to town. 

Days slipped by one after the other. Winter came and 
snow with it, and no one went to town for weeks. But one 
day Honorable Father made the trip and came home look- 
ing excited. 

“I have been to my brother’s,” he told Honorable Grand- 
mother, “and his wife tells me a story hard to believe. She 
says, and she insists upon it, that your son, Honorable 
Mother, has touched not one drop of rice wine in all these 
weeks. She says that the money he makes he is storing up. 
Not once has he visited the gambling house, nor spent his 
earnings in ways that have distressed us.” 

“What does he say?” eagerly asked Honorable Grand- 
mother. 

Plum Blossom hung about waiting for the reply. 

“I did not see him. He was away on an errand of work,” 
replied Honorable Father. 

“Too hard to believe!” said Honorable Grandmother to 
herself. 

“But, Honorable Grandmother, I believe it,” said Plum 
Blossom softly. 

“Do you, child?” Honorable Grandmother sighed. “If 
only it is true! But never in my life have I heard of a power 
that would turn a drunkard and a gambler from the evil of 
his ways. And your uncle—” She sighed. 

“But there is also,” went on Honorable Father, “trouble 
in my brother’s house. For his credit is worn out, and no one 
will sell him the great number of things he needs to have 
in his shop. His stock is low, and with the money he earns 
he seems only to be able to buy the most necessary parts.” 
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“He owes money on every hand, that I have heard,” said 
Honorable Grandmother. “He even owes the shopkeeper in 
this village and our neighbors in the next town.” She looked 
sad. Honorable Uncle’s behavior had been enough to make 
any mother sad and any brother ashamed and angry. 

More days slipped by. New Year’s would soon be here. 

One morning Honorable Father went to town again. 

“T will call on my brother,” he said. But he added rather 
bitterly, “Only, I suppose he will not be at home. This is the 
time of paying debts and he usually skips out so that no one 
will be able to find him and ask for the money that he owes 
them.” 

But Honorable Father was mistaken. Honorable Uncle 
was at home, his shop clean and shining, his face happy and 
serene, and his family preparing for New Year's. 

They greeted Plum Blossom’s father with joy. “See,” said 
Honorable Uncle, “I have been out and have collected 
money that people owed me. And with what I have saved, 
I am starting out to pay at least something to every person 
to whom I owe money. I will ask each one to be patient till 
I can pay the whole amount.” 

Honorable Father looked at his brother in amazement. “It 
must be that I was wrong,” he said softly. “It must be that 
something has happened that I thought was impossible.” 

Honorable Uncle led his brother to the window. “Yes,” 
he said, “impossible! But God can do what is impossible, 
and through his Word he has led me away from the rice 
wine and the gambling.” He pointed to a beautiful little box 
in the window of his shop. The box was open, and in it lay 
the New Testament and other little booklets about Chris- 
tian teaching. 

“God’s Word showed me a new way. I put it in the 
window so people may ask about it,” he said. 

Plum Blossom’s father looked earnestly at his brother. 
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Then his face broke into a smile. “This time I believe you,” 
he said. “Even I can see that you have changed. I will hurry 
home and tell our mother. No gift on New Year’s could 
make her so happy. And as for little Plum Blossom,” he 
added, “she has always had faith in you. Her feet will dance 
from one room to another when she hears of your welfare.” 

The two brothers started out into the snow together. “I 
will walk home with you. I have a debt to pay to the shop- 
keeper in your village. And I will call on our Honorable 
Mother and on little Plum Blossom,” said Honorable Uncle. 

There were light hearts in Plum Blossom’s family that 
night. Honorable Father pulled from his pocket a little book- 
let. “We also will read from God’s Word,” he said. “For if 
there is in this world a power that can make what your 
honorable uncle was, Plum Blossom, into what he is today, 
I, too, must learn of it.” 

“Truly, it is a marvel,” nodded Honorable Grandmother. 
“Now read, my son, and we will listen with our hearts as 
well as our ears.” 

Plum Blossom was very quiet as for the first time in all 
her life she heard words from the Bible. It was the story of 
Jesus and the children that Honorable Uncle had marked 
for them to read, thinking of Plum Blossom. 

“I wish,” thought Plum Blossom, “that I could see Jesus. 
I want to hear more about him.” 


20. Teresa’s Great Big Holy Book 


Mexico 


“Wuar is the trouble, Mamacita?” asked Consuela. 

Mamacita didn’t answer. Not at first at least. She just sat, 
rocking herself to and fro, looking worried. 

Consuela crept closer. Her mother was so seldom sad that 
she felt frightened. In all the villages of this part of Mexico 
no one was so gay, even when there was trouble, as the 
mother of Consuela. But now she was not even answering 
when spoken to. 

Consuela looked at her father. “What is it that troubles 
Mama?” she whispered. 

Papa frowned. “It is a bad business,” he said. “The priest 
has told us that we must buy the big Holy Book that he has 
for sale.” 

Consuela looked surprised. “But Holy Books are for 
priests. They are not for people like us.” 

Then Mama spoke. “He says it is a holy book. He says 
that if we buy it, it will save our souls.” 

Papa growled out, “So he says! But to my mind his reason 
for selling is that he needs the money. Always he is in need 
of money. He is not a good priest, that one. He has no care 
for his people. Why should we buy the book?” 

But Mama looked frightened. “But listen, Chico. We must 
do what the priest says. If not, evil may befall us. I am full 
of fear to refuse.” 

Papa looked unhappy. “I also. But look you, Teresa. We 
have no such large amount of money. To buy that book we 
must sell part of our land. How will we live if we sell it?” 
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So Papa refused to buy the great big Holy Book from the 
priest, and Mama wept and was afraid. Consuela felt un- 
happiness in the air whenever she came into the house and 
no one had any comfort in living. Even the fiesta brought 
no gaiety to the house of Consuela. 

Every week, when Consuela and Mama went to the 
church to put before the shrine a bunch of the lovely little 
flower-of-the-Virgin, the priest spoke to them about buying 
the great big Holy Book. He was not pleased because Mama 
said that Chico, Consuela’s papa, would not buy. 

That priest was not a good priest. He did not love his 
people. He did nothing for them and thought only of his 
own good. How Consuela wished that the priest of the 
next village were here instead of this one! He would 
never ask that a man sell his land to buy a book he could 
not read. 

Then came sickness to the village. Many died. And of 
those who died one was Chico. Teresa and Consuela 
moumed with the other sad ones of the village. And the 
priest, who was hungry for the money so that he could 
make a pleasure trip, said coldly to Mama, “If you had 
bought the Holy Book, this might not have happened.” 

Then Mama, frightened lest she might die also and leave 
Consuela without a home, sold part of the land that Chico 
had left her and bought the book. She did not know that 
buying or not buying a book had nothing to do with sick- 
ness and dying. 

The priest brought the book and laid it on the chest in 
the adobe house where Teresa and Consuela lived all alone, 
and pretended to give them a blessing. Because they had 
been frightened, they felt comforted. 

One day Uncle Pedro came riding up on a prancing 
horse. He had borrowed it from the man who owned the 
ranch where he worked. 
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“There was need I should come and see how the world 
treats you, my sister,” he said, greeting her with affection 
and holding Consuela in his arms lovingly. “There is room 
in our house for you, if you should so wish.” 

But Mama said no. She and Consuela would stay here on 
what was left of their land and try to make a living from it. 

Then she told Uncle Pedro about the great big Holy Book 
that she had bought from the priest. She showed it to him, 
lying on the chest, with no one to read it or to tell what 
it was about. 

Uncle Pedro sniffed with scorn. “An easy way to make 
money, said he. “Frightening a woman to death and then 
taking part of her land! Ah well, it is done now. Let us see 
what is in this book that makes it so holy.” 

He opened the book where it lay and began to read. The 
words were strange to all of them. Uncle Pedro could not 
read very well, but he stumbled along. ““In the beginning 
God created the heavens and the earth,” he read. And 
on and on. 

Neither he nor Teresa nor Consuela knew that it was the 
Bible they were reading, for never before had it been read 
to them. Nor had the lazy priest told them the stories from 
it. As for Uncle Pedro, he had had no use at all for church 
and never went near it in his own village. 

“It is good reading,” said Uncle Pedro after a while. “I 
must go now, but I will come again, and we will read some 
more. 

Whenever Uncle Pedro came he read from the great big 
Holy Book. Slowly and with difficulty he read. Sometimes 
they could understand the meaning. But often the reading 
was just words that went in at the ears but never reached 
the mind. 

“Even so,” said Teresa, contentedly, “if the book is holy, 
only good can come from reading it.” 
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Consuela found happiness in those days. Mama felt hap- 
pier, too. It was the season of gardens and there was enough 
to eat. She did not spend too much time thinking of the 
winter when they might be hungry. 

One day Consuela went skipping through the high-walled, 
unpaved streets of her village. She was going to play with 
‘Trini, who lived at the other end of the street. But sud- 
denly she stopped. Singing was coming from behind the 
patio wall of one of the houses. 

Singing was something that Consuela loved above any- 
thing else. And this singing was of a tune that was new to 
her. It was a man singing! 

Consuela slipped into the patio. She knew the family well 
and was always welcome. Even the great fierce dog, Tem- 
eroso, the Timid One, as he was called for a joke, did no 
more than look sternly at her as she came in. 

The family were gathered around a stranger. A bicycle 
‘was propped up against the wall beside him and he was 
singing. When the singing was done, he took a small book 
from his pack. He opened it and read. 

Consuela gasped. The words were the very same that 
Uncle Pedro had read from the great big Holy Book no 
longer ago than last week. 

Consuela’s flying feet carried her home, and soon her 
mother was hurrying back with her to the house where the 
reading was going on. 

They got there in time to hear the stranger explain what 
the words meant. He talked in plain language and seemed 
to know all about how village people lived. The words that 
had had little meaning before became alive and seemed to 
speak to their hearts. 

Then he sang again. And because the children who had 
gathered around were looking eagerly at him, he sang a 
song for children and even took time to teach them to 
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sing it. It was a song that said that Jesus loves each one 
and that the Bible tells us so. He opened the book again 
and read about Jesus welcoming the children. 

“This book is part of the Bible,” he said. “The Bible is 
God’s book. It tells us about him. It tells us how to live as. 
his children.” 

When he was ready to go, the stranger said, “I would like 
to come every week to read and to sing and to teach you 
about God’s love. Will I be welcome?” 

Then the woman of the house said, “Sefior, the words you 
have read and spoken and the singing you have done are 
good. You will be welcome.” 

The stranger wheeled his bicycle out of the patio, past 
Temeroso, who growled deep in his shaggy white throat, 
and got ready to leave. 

“God be with you all,” he called. 

“God go with you, Sefor,” chorused all the people who: 
had come to the gate. 

Consuela and her mother had much to tell Uncle Pedro. 
the next time he came. They repeated what the stranger had 
said about the meaning of the words. Uncle Pedro found 
those words and read them again. Then Consuela begged 
him to find the story about Jesus, but although he looked 
and looked he could not find it. “Ask the man to come to 
this house and put a paper at the right place,” he said. 

Week after week the stranger came to the village. Soon 
he was not a stranger but a friend to everyone. Some, it is 
true, did not welcome him. “Those Evangelicals,” they 
would mutter, for that is what Methodists and Presbyter- 
ians and members of other Protestant churches are called 
in Mexico. “The priest would not like his being here. When 
he returns he will be angry if you listen to the stranger.” 

But Teresa only smiled. “The Evangelical reads from the 
same book that the priest sold to me,” she said. “The priest 
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told me that it would bring me God’s message. And truly I 
think that he was right.” 

Week after week, Teresa and Consuela and others listened 
to the reading of the Bible by the visiting Sefior Pastor. For 
that is what he was, the Sefior Pastor of an Evangelical 
church in a nearby town. They heard his teaching. They 
learned to sing the hymns. 

Best of all they came to love the Lord Jesus, and one day 
‘Teresa and Consuela and one or two others were baptized 
and became Evangelical Christians. So a little Evangelical 
church was started in that ranch village. 

The one who had been their priest never came back. And 
although a visting priest of the Catholic Church came and 
spoke angry words, Teresa always had an answer ready for 
him. 

“Do not be angry,” she would say. “The Bible we bought 
at a great price from the very hands of our own priest, and 
all we do is to follow its teachings.” 

One day Consuela, who was learning to read in the new 
village school, begged her mother to learn also. “It is not 
hard, Mamacita! I will teach you.” 

Her mother only laughed comfortably. “I have enough 
to do without learning to read. And why should I, when 
every child in the village can read to me?” 

One day she added, quietly but with determination, “See 
you, my Consuela, your mother is only a poor ranch woman 
who cannot read or write. But you shall learn, and when you 
have finished the school here, you shall go to the city and 
learn more. Some day, if it pleases the good God, you will 
come back here and be the village teacher. On Sundays and 
in the evenings you will help our little church to under- 
stand better the teachings of the great big Holy Book. You 
will help our village to be truly Christian.” 

Consuela’s eyes opened wide in astonishment. Surely such 
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a thing was impossible! But if Mama wished it, she would 
work hard to make it happen. 

“Truly,” said Mama, “the buying of that great big Holy 
Book was wise. For our souls and for our lives it has been 
good. Now run along and play. For the Sefior Pastor said 
only last week that strong bodies are needful for those who 
would do God’s work.” 

Consuela skipped away to run and visit Trini. The chil- 
dren were making a play of one of the Bible stories to sur- 
prise the Sefior Pastor the next time he came. 


21. The Hidden Treasure 


Palestine 


A rout of freshly prepared parchment lay on a rough board 
table. It was soft and yet firm. A master of the craft had 
prepared it specially for the writing of the Book of Isaiah. 
He made it ready for Zelek the Scribe, who was undertaking 
to make a complete copy, by hand, of the writings of the 
great prophet. 

There on the table lay the tools for the writing—an earth- 
en holder in which were reed pens, each one sharpened to 
the right shape and slant, and a container of what passed 
for ink. Once penned onto the parchment, it would last for 
years and years without fading. 

Zelek the Scribe entered the room and began the work, 
patiently copying word after word in narrow columns cross- 
wise of the length of the parchment roll. Hour after hour 
he worked, day after day, week after week. At last the writ- 
ing was done, and the scroll was finished. It was attached 
at each end to a rod of wood. Now it could be rolled open 
to any part that a reader might wish to read. It was rolled 
up on its rods and tied shut. 

The maker of parchment had another roll ready. Zelek 
turned to the copying of another one of the books of the 
Old Testament. Few scribes could copy so skillfully as he. 
Few could copy so correctly. 

The scrolls were used over and over again for reading 
and teaching, but they were most carefully kept. The years 
rolled by, and decades passed. The Romans now ruled over 
the land of Palestine. 
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Out in the wilderness a group of men fashioned a build- 
ing that was like a fortress for strength. From the rocks 
of the desert it was made, out near the Dead Sea, with its 
desolate, barren hills and deep caves in which wild animals 
had their lairs and wild bees stored honey in the clefts of 
the rocks. Wild goats found pasture by an occasional spring, 
and locusts swarmed about. There in that lonely and se- 
cluded place the men who had builded withdrew from the 
world and lived as monks do. They studied the Word of 
God in the scrolls of their scripture, the Old Testament. 

Hezro, the keeper of the scrolls, had in his charge, along 
with many others, the Book of Isaiah that Zelek the Scribe 
had copied many years before. He himself kept the records 
of the monastery, writing with care the account of the life 
that was lived there and other matters of concern to the 
brotherhood. He wrote of their leader, the Teacher of 
Righteousness. Yet, as times grew uneasy, Hezro became 
troubled in his mind. What would happen to the wonderful 
books that were in his charge if the Romans or some other 
foe should destroy the buildings and kill all their inhabi- 
tants? Rumors of trouble in the land began to come more 
and more frequently. Hezro wandered among the barren 
hillsides a day’s journey from the monastery, seeking for a 
place of safety in which he could hide his library. 

At last he found it—a cave or rather, many caves, some 
with tiny openings but great dry interiors. The parch- 
ments would be safe there, especially if they were first 
packed in clay jars. Hezro went back to report to the head 
of the brotherhood. It was agreed that the precious books 
should be hidden in the caves until the time of trouble had 
passed. 

So it happened that the great scroll of Isaiah and hun- 
dreds of other scrolls, big and little, were prepared to be 
hidden away from any possible harm. Should the alarm 
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prove false and the community survive the threat of peril, 
the scrolls could be brought out again and restored to their 
place in the huge library. 

The pottery jars with the carefully packed scrolls inside 
them were carried to the secret place and hidden in the 
caves. Some were put into one cave, some into another. But 
no one knew, except the men of the brotherhood, where they 
had concealed their treasure. 

Now the great scroll of the Book of Isaiah was shut away 
from the light, and until the day of its release no man 
would be able to read from its columns again. 

There it lay with the other scrolls. But no one of the 
brotherhood came to take it from its jar or to restore it to its 
place in the library. 

The threatened danger proved real. The monastery was 
destroyed, even as Hezro had feared, and who can tell 
whether any of the brotherhood survived? Perhaps some 
may have escaped into a world where they felt their 
precious scrolls would not be safe, and so they left them 
undisturbed in their hiding places. The days of the years 
of those in the brotherhood came to an end, and no living 
being knew that a treasure of scrolls was concealed in the 
caves of the hilly wilderness. 

The years rolled by once more, and centuries passed. In 
the dark recesses of the caves the jars still stood, undiscov- 
ered and undreamed of. The parchment became brittle with 
dryness, the copper scrolls would crumble at a touch. 
Sometimes a jar was broken by a falling rock, and the 
parchments were torn and scattered and finally covered by 
the dust of the caves. But the great scroll of Isaiah remained 
intact. Would anyone ever read it again? Would the letters 
so carefully penned by the ancient scribe ever be traced 
by eager eyes of readers? 

Out in the world where men and women lived and 
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worked and studied and tried to know what was the will 
of God, other copies of the words of the great prophet 
Isaiah passed from hand to hand. New copies were made. 
But the scribes sometimes were careless. The worn-out 
older books were lost or destroyed, and only the imperfect 
copies were left. In places it was hard to tell what Isaiah 
had meant, for his words made no sense. The copy that 
Zelek had made with such care could shed no light upon 
the meaning, for it was hidden in its cave. 

Then came the year of our Lord 1947, almost two thou- 
sand years since Hezro and his brotherhood hid the books. 
The Dead Sea wilderness, where the hidden treasure lay, 
was now part of the Arab kingdom of Jordan. Among the 
rocks of the barren hills an Arab boy wandered, tending 
his goats. Sometimes he would creep into the cleft of the 
rocks in search of the dark honey of the wild bees. Or he 
would shelter from the blazing sun in a cave. 

And upon a day he happened on a strange sight. Among 
the dust and the debris of a cave stood jars, row upon row 
of them. Some were broken, and rolls of parchment could 
be seen inside. Little did he know that he had happened 
upon the hiding place so cunningly selected by Hezro. Little 
did he know what a treasure lay there. But he took the 
scrolls that he could carry and marked well the place where 
he had found them and hurried home to tell his family. 

So there came to the light of day once more the great 
scroll of the Book of Isaiah. In time it reached Jerusalem 
and came into the hands of those who could read it. They 
looked upon it with amazement. They touched it and tried 
to unroll it—but could not. Then all the skill of modern 
days was brought to bear upon the unrolling. So old the 
scroll was! So brittle! It must be saved so that the writing 
on it could be read once more. Gradually the difficult task 
was accomplished. 
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What excitement there was when it was found that the 
slowly unrolling parchment was a copy of the Book of 
Isaiah! No one had ever seen a copy so old, so fragile, so 
beautifully made. 

Would it be, could it be, older than those copies from 
which the Book of Isaiah in our Bible today is translated? 
Was it possible that some of the words that had made no 
sense would be shown by this older scroll to be mistakes 
in copying? Eagerly the scholars studied the work of Zelek. 

“Here! Here!” one cried jubilantly to another. “See! Here 
is one place where there are some lines that are missing in 
every copy we have known!” 

The scholars gathered eagerly about the scroll. It was 
plain what had happened at that point in the other copies. 
Some careless scribe had come to a place in his copying 
where a line ended with the same words with which a line 
farther down in the column had ended. And he had gone 
on from the second ending, leaving out lines between. 

Now the words of Isaiah in the difficult passage made 
sense. Now it was clear what the prophet was talking about. 
The careful work of Zelek, hidden for almost two thousand 
years, was priceless! In twelve other places the scroll made 
it possible to correct mistaken translations. 

The story is not ended yet. More and more of the hid- 
den scrolls or bits of them are being found in the caves 
and the dust of the caves. They are being brought to safety. 
Eager eyes pore over the fragile scraps in rooms where 
some are labeled “Do not touch” and some even “Do not 
breathe upon this.” 

The scrolls that Hezro and his brotherhood thought to 
preserve from danger for a few months or years have be- 
come a treasure without price to us of today, preserved for 
a far greater use than those who hid them could have 
dreamed of, nearly two thousand years ago. 


22. Singers in the Dark 


Peru 


PEOPLE were gathering for market day in the little town of 
Tayabamba. High over their heads soared a condor. Its 
great wings spread out as it swept between them and the 
blue peaks of the Andes. All about them lay the great moun- 
tains towering into the sky. 

On the trail, a thousand feet above the village, a traveler 
paused as he caught sight of the little town in the deep 
valley below him. It was Renoso. He was only a peon, a day 
laborer, but his eyes sparkled with pleasure at the scene be- 
fore him. “It is a good land, this Peru of ours,” he thought 
to himself. 

He started on down the rough, winding trail that led to 
the village. Those who could used mules for traveling. 
Renoso’s mules were his own two sturdy legs. He had no 
mule to carry him on his journeys. Nevertheless he was 
happy. He was going home across the mountains from a job 
of work he had been doing in another valley. He carried his 
earnings, his Bible, his hymnbook, and a copy of the church 
magazine, Renacimiento. Renoso was a good member of the 
Evangelical church, as the Protestant church is called in 
South America. He would need those things in the church 
back home just as much as he had when away from home. 

Market was still going on when he reached the little town 
of Tayabamba. Renoso was pleased. He had been traveling 
the lonely trail. Now he could enjoy the bustle and gaiety of 
the weekly market. He could buy a present, maybe, to take 
to his mother. He could talk to people of all sorts. Renoso 
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was a friendly fellow. There was nothing he liked better 
than a bit of conversation. 

He found them ready enough to talk, the villagers and 
those from other little settlements who had come to sell 
their wares at Tayabamba. Some were still busy at their 
stalls. Others were packing up to go home. Still others were 
hurrying up the steps of the big, old Catholic church to 
take an offering and to burn a candle at the shrine of a 
saint, before starting home. 

“Will you not buy a candle to burn?” asked the candle- 
man, at his booth outside the church. 

“No,” said Renoso easily. “I do not burn candles. Our 
family is of the Evangelicals. We study the Bible and have 
worship with hymns. There is no candle-burning before the 
shrines of our church.” With that he pulled out his Bible. 

The curious people had never seen a Bible, and Renoso 
showed it and read a story or two from its pages. 

“A good book!” remarked Big Uncle. 

“Perhaps the priest has a copy,” suggested Old Grand- 
father. “He might read it to us if we asked him.” 

“I do not believe he would.” Renoso knew it was very 
unlikely. 

“Sell us your Bible, then. I would have more of it,” urged 
Big Uncle. 

“Not I! It was given me on a very special day. See’— 
Renoso opened it to the front—“my name in big letters and 
the date. I could not part with it!” 

Renoso stayed that night at the inn. Big Uncle and Old 
Grandfather and Little Crooked, the cripple, and others 
gathered around him. They liked Renoso. They wanted to 
hear more of his travels and of his church. 

“This worship,” said Big Uncle. “You say you sing?” 

“That we do, Sefior!” agreed Renoso. “Hymns of praise 
to God, and hymns of prayer for help and guidance.” 
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“Sing us one,” said Little Crooked. 

“Ah, yes, sing us one,” they all begged. 

Renoso looked around to see whether they were joking. 
He was no singer! How could he sing? 

But the faces around were eager. “I have not the voice,” 
said he, with hesitation. Then seeing their disappointment, 
he made up his mind. “Well, I will sing. But you, too, must 
join me. I will teach you the hymn.” 

Renoso sang. He sang of the love of God and gave praise 
for his goodness. It was a simple song, with easy words and 
an easy tune. It was one that all the children in Renoso’s 
church learned and sang sweetly. 

Stumblingly at first and then with greater assurance the 
folk around him followed the words and the tune. Old 
Grandfather’s voice cracked and quavered. Big Uncle 
boomed out on the wrong notes. But Little Crooked had an 
ear for music. Almost as though he had known it all his life 
he sang, his voice rough but true. Again and again the song 
was repeated. The women sitting in the dark corners of the 
room joined in. The children curled up, listening as their 
parents lifted their voices. 

“Leave us your Bible,’ Old Grandfather begged again 
and again. 

“No,” Renoso was firm. “That I cannot do. But I will 
leave you my hymnbook, and I will leave you this magazine 
of my church. It is Renacimiento—Being Born Again.’ 
That is what happens when one becomes a follower of 
Jesus. One becomes a new person, as if born anew.” 

Next morning Renoso started on down the trail toward 
his home town. 

He wondered what would happen in that village. He 
wished that the Sefior Pastor of his church would come to 
it. But Tayabamba was much too far away for that. It would 
take the Sefior Pastor four days of travel to reach it. There 
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were many towns and villages that were nearer the church 
than Tayabamba where the gospel message had not yet 
been preached. 

Back in Tayabamba, no one was thinking about any 
Sefior Pastor. They had a hymnbook and a magazine. After 
work those who were interested gathered in Big Uncle’s 
house, and Little Crooked read. He read the words of the 
hymn they had learned, for Renoso had marked the page. 
They sang it again and again. 

Then slowly, picking out word after word, Little Crooked 
read other hymns to them. No one else in the group could 
read as well as he—some not at all. They learned with their 
ears. 

He read what was printed in Renacimiento. Some of it 
was beyond understanding. It spoke of things about which 
they knew nothing. But some things they could see had to 
do with those matters of which Renoso had spoken. 

“How can we sing the other hymns?” asked Old Woman. 
“This tune that Renoso taught us, it will not go with the 
other words.” 

It was true. They had tried to sing several other hymns to 
the tune, and there was no way at all by which the notes 
could be fitted to the words. 

“We will make our own tunes,” answered Little Crooked 
firmly. “The words will teach us how to sing them.” 

One day, while reading in Renacimiento, Little Crooked 
came to the advertisement of the bookstore of the Evangeli- 
cal churches in Peru. It was called the Inca Bookstore and 
it was in Lima, the capital of the country. He found there 
the name of the very hymnbook they had in their village. 
It was for sale, for a certain amount of money! To his great 
excitement, he found that Bibles, too, were for sale! Bibles 
just like Renoso’s! He hurried to Old Grandfather and Big 
Uncle with his discovery. 
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That night there was much calculation. In the end a letter 
went to Lima, to the bookstore, ordering a few Bibles, 
hymnbooks, and some other things. 

The people in the bookstore were puzzled. There were, so 
far as they knew, no Evangelical Christians in Tayabamba. 
It was a little Catholic village, far from any Evangelical 
church. But they filled the order promptly and put it in the 
mail. “T'ayabamba,” they would say to themselves, once in a 
while. “I wonder who wants Bibles and hymnals there.” 

The package arrived in the village after a while, brought 
up the trail, with all the other mail, on the back of a mule. 
Others beside the faithful learners gathered to see the pack- 
age opened. The rejoicing few did not notice the frowns on 
the faces of the village leaders at finding that Big Uncle and 
Little Crooked and Old Grandfather and Old Woman and 
others in the little town had Protestant Bibles and hymn- 
books. They were too full of joy at having Bibles like Ren- 
oso’s to see that everyone else was not as happy about it as 
they. 

en Bibles and hymnbooks in their hands the poor read- 
ers began to get practice in reading and before long they 
could do much better. They had to read in Spanish and not 
in their own Indian language, but most of them knew some 
Spanish anyway, and they soon learned more. 

“See,” said Big Uncle, “here in this magazine it speaks of 
gathering the children and teaching them. Why should we 
not do so? This learning of hymns and studying the Bible 
should be a part of every child’s teaching. Let us have a 
school for the children.” 

So a little Sunday school was started. But alas! The word 
“school” was used all by itself. And from that came trouble 
—serious trouble. The Catholic priest of that small village 
did not want anyone to become an Evangelical. He thought 
of a plan to stop what was going on. 
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“Ha!” said he. “So they will start a school! These ignorant 
people will start a school and teach the religion of the Evan- 
gelicals! It is not legal to start schools!” 

That was true enough. To start a school, permission would 
have to be secured. Big Uncle and Little Crooked did not 
know that. Nor did they know that to start a Sunday school 
no such permission was necessary. 

“Why not put an end to this Evangelical teaching in our 
village?” the priest suggested to the village leaders. “Just 
throw Big Uncle and Old Grandfather and Little Crooked 
and a half dozen of the other men into jail for a few days 
and the trouble will come to an end.” 

And so it was done. 

“What now!” said Big Uncle, when they had recovered 
enough from surprise to say anything at all. 

What indeed! Here they were, crowded into one single 
filthy room, with three-quarters of the floor covered with 
the water that dripped from the damp walls. 

One tiny window, high up above them, let in very little 
light. The great wooden door with its heavy bars was tightly 
locked. 

The womenfolk were allowed to bring bundles of straw 
and mats for their menfolk to sleep on. They could bring 
food to them once a day. But the door stayed locked and no 
one knew what was to happen to the prisoners. There was 
nothing for them to do all day long. 

One day went by. And another. 

“Let us send a telegram to the bookstore in Lima. Perhaps 
those people who sell Bibles can send someone to help us,” 
suggested Little Crooked daringly. 

“It seems a wild thing to do, but we have no other 
friends,” Old Grandfather muttered softly, as his old bones 
groaned from the damp walls and floor. 

It was Old Grandmother who tramped to the next town 
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to send the wire. “It would be best not to send it from here. 
I will go to market tomorrow and the message will go from 
there,” she said. 

The third day came and went. 

“We shall be here for some time,” decided Little Crooked. 
“Let us make some new tunes.” 

So, to the amazement of the jailer, the merry sound of 
singing came forth from the dark room where the prisoners 
sat. They sang, one after another, in joyful praise, all the 
hymns they knew. 

Then Little Crooked and the others took the words of new 
hymns that they had been learning, and together they made 
up tunes to fit them. 

In between they talked cheerfully and planned what they 
would do when they were let out. 

There was one sad day, when word came that the sick 
wife of one of the men had died. The others comforted the 
husband as well as they could and begged the jailer to al- 
low him to leave the prison for the day. 

“Allow a prisoner to go free!” The jailer sniffed in sur- 
prise at such an idea. “But what is to prevent him from 
running away?” 

“He will come back. It is only that he may go and bury 
his wife,” said Big Uncle. 

The jailer looked around at the group of men. “Never in 
the world would I have supposed I would even listen to 
such an absurd request,” he grumbled. “Well, then, he may 
go. Though why I trust you is more than I know.” 

The great door opened and the sad husband slipped out. 
Evening came and he presented himself at the door of the 
prison. 

“I thank you most gratefully, Sefior,” he said simply to 
the jailer. “It was a great comfort to my son and daughter 
that I might be there.” 
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The jailer blinked his puzzled eyes. Certainly he had 
trusted the man to come back, and yet he would not have 
been too surprised had he run off. “This new teaching of 
yours!” he said under his breath. “What does it do to a 
man? To make him come back to prison of his own ac- 
cord!” 

A week went by. Two weeks. “Never,” said Little Crooked 
with enthusiasm, “would we have learned so many hymns 
if we had been busy at our usual work. The time is well 
spent.” He stood in the wettest corner of the room, where 
a ray of light from the high window fell on his hymnbook. 
“Now here is a hymn that is a prayer. It asks God for cour- 
age. And most certainly we need courage and patience. God 
only knows whether we are to spend the rest of our lives 
in this dark hole.” 

His voice rose up in reverent song. 

The jailer spoke earnestly to the village elders gathered 
about him. 

“I tell you, Sefiores, we had better let them go. My ears 
are weary with these everlasting Evangelical songs. And the 
other prisoners are getting ideas. Also the teachings in the 
songs are gaining in favor. Besides which, one cannot keep 
men in prison forever for no real reason.” 

The village elders scowled. They, too, had been disturbed 
by the singing. The wall of the prison was becoming a 
loafing place. The singers in the dark were attracting at- 
tention. 

“Well, then, let them out.” 

The jailer did not wait. He sprang to his feet and rushed 
toward his prisoners, drawing the heavy iron key to the 
barred door from his chain. 

“Free, you are free!” he called. “Sefiores, you are free to 
go home.” He flung the door open. “There is no longer a 
charge against you. Go!” He was all smiles, for he had 
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come to admire the cheerful prisoners. “Go! God go with 
you!” 

Happy were the homes of Big Uncle and Old Grand- 
father and Little Crooked and the others that evening. The 
entire group gathered together in Big Uncle’s house. There 
they sang, as they had sung in the dark, the praises of God. 
There they rejoiced that the days of their captivity were 
over. 

One day, very soon after, a mule with an American Sefior 
Missionary from Lima came into the village. The telegram 
to the bookstore had been received. As soon as possible the 
rescuer had started on his way. 

He had not known what he could do, and he was more 
than relieved to find that the affair was over. Now he could 
spend his time on more important things. 

“There are thirty people here who are reading the Bible. 
We want to know better how to follow our Lord Jesus,” 
said Little Crooked. “More than thirty are listening to the 
teaching.” 

So for a space of days, the Sefior Missionary stayed in 
Tayabamba, helping these new Evangelicals to understand 
better the teachings of Jesus and telling them of the world- 
wide Protestant church of which they were a small part. 
Then after giving his blessing to them, he rode away. 

One by one there were added to the Bible-reading church 
in Tayabamba those who believed, until they were counted 
not by the tens but by the hundreds. 

“It is a queer thing,” the jailer sometimes thinks to him- 
_ self, “how there is less drinking, less fighting, less crime in 
this place since the days when those prisoners of mine, jailed 
for no just cause, sang bravely in the dark. May God be 
ever with them!” 


23. The Shining Village 


Okinawa 


SHosEI Kina, the fisherman, sat in front of his little hut with 
its palm-thatched roof. It was like all the other village huts 
on the island of Okinawa, out in the far reaches of the 
Pacific Ocean. It was dirty, unmended, and dingy. Only 
the clean sea breeze blowing through the village was fresh 
and fair. And the palm trees swaying above the roofs were 
things of delight. 

Shosei and his brother Mojon were talking together. 
Something amazing and unexpected had come into their 
lives. The proof of it lay in the precious book Mojon held 
in his hands. A missionary on his way to Japan had stopped 
on their island for a short time. Now he had gone. They 
would never see him again. They could not recall his name, 
but they remembered well what he had said. He had taught 
them that there was a loving heavenly Father who cared 
for them. In the few days they had known the missionary 
and talked with him, he had convinced them that Jesus 
was their Saviour and that they must try to live by his teach- 
ings. Just before he left he gave them a Bible, saying, “Read 
it, Shosei Kina. You and Mojon must read it. It will teach 
you more about our Saviour. It will give you wisdom. Guard 
it and live by it, praying to God to guide you as you try 
to live as followers of the Lord Jesus Christ.” 

In their village of Shimmabuko, with its few hundred 
people, Shosei Kina and Mojon talked about the book. For- 
tunately they could read. Mojon turned the pages to the 
story of Jesus. He read aloud some teachings to his brother. 
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“This is amazing,” he said. “Here are words that will help 
us every day. Our beloved teacher helped us to know God 
and to become followers of Jesus. This book will teach us 
how to live. Look! Here it says that we are to love one an- 
other. And to serve one another.” 

A crippled man came down the dirty village street. The 
brothers knew that he had a hard time making a living. He 
could fish but only from a canoe that someone else pad- 
dled and only when someone let him go along on a fishing 
trip. 

“Let us take Crooked Leg with us when we go fishing,” 
suggested Shosei Kina. “That would be helping and serving 
others, as the book says.” 

Crooked Leg was amazed at being asked. Usually he had 
to beg to be taken fishing and was seldom welcome. Now 
he was being treated as a brother. He shared the lunch that 
Mojon’s wife had made ready for the fishermen. 

“Look now!” he said to the brothers when he returned 
from the trip with his basket full of fish. “Here I have 
enough fish to dry and some to sell. My stomach will be 
fuli for many a day! Why have you done this for me?” 

“It is because of a new teaching we have received,” said 
Shosei Kina. “We have found that there is a loving God 
who is like a father to us. He wishes us to do good and not 
evil to others. He wants us to live in his way. He sent his 
Son, our Lord Jesus, to earth to save us from our sins. 
Would you like to learn about him and try to live in his 
way, too?” 

Crooked Leg was more than willing. Day after day he 
and several others gathered about the door of the hut 
where Shosei Kina lived. They listened to the reading from 
the Bible. 

Often someone would say, “But that would be a good 

rule for our whole village!” And they would talk it over 
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and decide to change their ways of speaking and acting 
to one another. They thought how pleasant life would be 
if each one were trying to speak and act as if he loved his 
neighbor. 

More and more of the village people came to the teach- 
ing. It wasn’t long before every man and woman and child 
in Shimmabuko was trying to live like a Christian. 

Changes began to take place in the village. The hut of 
the young widow with many children leaked water in every 
storm. Shosei Kina suggested gently that since she had no 
husband to fix it, it would be a Christian thing to patch 
up that old roof. The villagers made the work an occasion 
for having a gay time. It really took the young men hardly 
any time at all to put on a brand-new roof. The new roof 
made the other roofs look shabby. Something had to be 
done about them. So one after another the village roofs 
were mended or replaced. 

Mojon studied the Bible more than anyone in the vil- 
lage. He was the one to whom people went for advice 
and counsel. “Mojon, my brother has taken my canoe and 
gone off. He never asked leave, and I need it. He should 
be punished,” a man complained. 

Mojon smiled at him. “There is a teaching about that in 
the Bible. You must not punish your brother. You must 
forgive him.” 

“But he keeps doing things like that!” 

“Even so! Our Lord told Peter he must forgive his 
brother seventy times seven times. When you have for- 
given your brother that many times, come back and we will 
talk some more!” 

Mojon went privately to the brother. “There is a teach- 
ing in the Bible that I would have you think about. It says, 
‘Be kind to one another.’ Is it a kindness to your brother 
when you take his canoe without leave? Think about what 
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our Lord would have you do. Pray to God to guide your 
heart into kind and loving ways.” 

When the time came to choose a new headman for the 
village, the people all selected Shosei Kina for the honor. 
He was humble at the new responsibility. But each act of 
his office he measured by the Bible and its teachings. Grad- 
ually the old ways of doing things were left behind. Chris- 
tian ways took their place. Laughter rang out in the vil- 
lage streets, and prosperity came with the custom of help- 
ing one another and dealing fairly and planning for the 
good of all. 

The houses were made neat and clean, and the village 
streets no longer had rubbish lying around. Sickness was 
less common. Rules were made that safeguarded the Chris- 
tian way of life. The village was happy and prosperous. 

Thirty years went slowly by. Shosei Kina and Mojon be- 
came old men and much respected in their village. 

Then another unexpected happening shook them, this 
time a terrible one. War came to the Pacific. American 
troops stormed ashore on Okinawa. They forced their way 
across the island. The village of Shimmabuko lay right in 
their path. Shells fell on the peaceful village. The Ameri- 
can troops advanced toward it, bayonets ready, guns lev- 
eled. Shosei Kina and Mojon knew they must do some- 
thing. 

The two little old men stepped forward into plain sight. 
They smiled and bowed low in front of the soldiers, speak- 
ing words of welcome. 

The soldiers halted in amazement. An interpreter rushed 
forward to listen to Mojon’s and Shosei Kina’s words. 

“They are welcoming you as fellow Christians! They say 
their missionary was an American, and they are overjoyed 
to see you!” explained the interpreter. He scratched his 
head in puzzlement. 
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The soldiers sent for their chaplain. With him came 
some of the officers of the Intelligence Service. “Let us go 
through your village,” they asked. 

The two little old men bowed and led the way. Although 
some of the shells had hit the village, no one had been 
hurt. The people came out of their houses smiling as if to 
greet their new friends. 

The officers and the chaplain could hardly believe their 
eyes. This shining, clean village, these intelligent, healthy, 
friendly people! “Tell us,” they said, “how it happens that 
you have this sort of village?” 

Mojon told them about the passing missionary and the 
Bible he had left behind. He told how the people had 
studied it and found in its pages a pattern for living. 

The officers and the chaplain were silent in amazement. 
Shosei thought they were disappointed in him and his peo- 
ple. “We are sorry,” he said and bowed deeply. “We must 
seem very backward to you. But, honored sirs, we have 
tried with all our hearts to follow the Bible and live like 
Jesus. Perhaps you will be kind enough to show us how to 
do it better.” 

The chaplain thought, “Show them how to be Christians? 
Already they are living better than most Christians!” 

Later in the day a war correspondent came to see the 
shining village. He and a tough army sergeant walked 
through the streets. 

The sergeant turned to him. “I can’t understand it. In 
most villages here the people are dirty, ignorant, and hope- 
less. But look at this one! And what seems to have made 
the difference is a Bible and a couple of old guys who 
wanted to live like Jesus.” 

They met Shosei Kina and Mojon and felt the welcome 
that was given, even if they couldn’t understand the words. 

The war correspondent wanted to see the Bible that had 
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changed life for Shimmabuko. Shosei Kina and Mojon led 
him to the place of worship where it lay on a pedestal. 

“May I hold it in my own hands?” the correspondent 
asked. 

Shosei Kina smiled. He lifted the old Bible from the 
stand. It was battered with long use. The pages were dog- 
eared, the covers were coming off. It had been rained upon 
and dried. Pages were almost torn away. But it was the 
treasure of Shimmabuko and Shosei Kina took it up with 
love and reverence. He laid it gently in the hands of the 
stranger who wanted to hold it. 

“Maybe,” whispered the sergeant, “we've been using the 
wrong kind of weapons to make the world over!” 

The two old brothers stood by the pedestal where the 
ancient Bible had been replaced. They watched with the 
eyes of friendship—friendship born of love of Christ—as 
the two tall Americans strode off toward their camp. The 
palm branches waved above their heads as the clean fresh 
sea breeze swept over the island. 

War engulfed the world. But here, where the Word of 
God had become the rule of its people, a village was at 
peace. 


24. Two Gunmen and a Bible 


United States 


SAM JOHNSON was a colporteur. He carried Bibles from one 
part of the countryside to another and he interested people 
in buying them. There were not many Negro colporteurs 
and Sam found a ready welcome in the humble homes of 
the Negro people of North Carolina. Of course, they 
couldn’t often buy a whole Bible, but they did buy many 
copies of the separate books of the Bible and often took a 
New Testament. 

Sam had an old car in which he traveled around. He had 
his Bibles and Gospels and New Testaments packed neatly 
in boxes and stored in the car, so that he wouldn’t have to 
go back too often to get a fresh supply. He could carry some 
foodstuff, too, so that when he found himself at lunchtime 
or at dinnertime far from where he could buy a meal, he 
just dipped into his supplies and had a picnic by himself 
beside the road. 

One day Sam was in a lonely mountain section with 
heavy woods and thickets all around him. He knew it would 
be very late if he followed the highway to the next place 
where he could get food. Besides, he had been working 
very hard and he was tired. 

So he ran the car down a little side road. A couple of 
miles from the highway he came to a sort of clearing where 
there had once been a house. The building was gone now, 
and only the old cellar-hole, grown full of bushes, was left. 
But there was a roadway where he could pull off and onto 
a weedy level space. 


THE BIBLE INTO ALL THE WORLD 149 


“A good place for a picnic,” he said to himself. So out he 
got and ate his lunch. Then he sat down on a big rock with 
his back leaning up against a tree. He closed his eyes, just 
for a moment, and dozed off. 

Some sound awakened him, and he opened his eyes 
sleepily. And in that instant Sam was wider awake than he 
had ever been in his life. Two men were standing in front 
of him. One had a gun pointed right at him. 

“Get up quick, you!” 

Sam leaped to his feet. The men looked like ugly cus- 
tomers. 

“Open those boxes you have in the car! And don’t make 
any noise about it or you are a dead man!” 

Sam got his boxes open quicker than he had ever man- 
aged before. And one of them had a hard fastening, too! 

The second man came up to the car. “Stand back there!” 

Sam stood back. He wasn’t arguing about anything. Not 
anything at all. 

The man with the gun kept him covered and watched 
him closely. The other dipped into box after box. “Well, 
what do you know!” he exclaimed at last. 

“What's the fellow got?” asked the first man impatiently. 

“Bibles! Nothing but Bibles! Never saw so many Bibles 
in my life!” came the answer. 

“Bibles!” The first man echoed the word in disgust. Then 
he spoke to Sam. “You sell Bibles?” 

“Yes, sir! Yes, sir!” 

The man hesitated, then he dropped the gun to his side. 
“What's your name? We aimed to kill you.” 

“Sam, sir.” Sam picked up a little courage. The man said 
aimed, not aim. And the gun was not pointed right at him 
any more. 

The man went on speaking. “Well, Sam, as I said, we'd 
aimed to kill you. Just got away from a job of work we 
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did. And we're making for Florida. Need a car. So when 
we saw you sitting there by the tree, dozing so easy like, we 
aimed to take the car away from you, get rid of you, and 
make a getaway!” 

His companion was looking at his leader with astonish- 
ment. What had come over him? Why not do as they had 
planned instead of telling this foolish, careless, sleep-in-the- 
woods Negro about what they had planned to do? Weren't 
they still going to do it? 

The leader moved over to the car. He picked up a Bible. 

“Odd thing you should be selling Bibles, Sam. Haven't 
seen a Bible for years and years.” He opened the book and 
flicked over the pages. “I had a mother—she was a good 
woman. Yes, she was a good woman. She taught me the 
Bible. Haven't thought much about it since she died. Had 
a good teacher, too. She used to read it to us.” 

The second man sat down on a fallen tree. He couldn't 
understand what was going on, but after all, his part in the 
“little job” had been small. He should worry whether or 
not they made a getaway. 

“Let me look at it again.” The leader leafed through the 
Bible, leaning against the side of the car. “It makes me re- 
member—” 

There was silence. The sunlight drifted down through 
the big trees and flickered over the weed-grown clearing. It 
rested on watchful Sam, on the revolver laid carelessly on 
the hood of the car, and on the criminal so busy reading 
once more words that he had loved when he was a child. 

Sam saw the man’s hand go up and rub across his eyes. 
He saw the tears that some old memory had brought to 
the surface. 

Sam slipped to his knees. He was used to doing that when 
he prayed, and he felt like praying now—praying for God’s 


guidance for the man who was remembering the time when 
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he walked on the roadway of right and truth and honesty 
and justice. Perhaps he would take that roadway again. 

Quiet lay over the clearing. At last the man looked up. 
His companion was deep in thought. Sam was still kneel- 
ing, his eyes closed and his lips moving in prayer. 

“Say a prayer for me, Sam.” The man’s voice was almost 
gentle. “I need all the prayers a man can get. And then get 
into your car and go on your way. I'll keep the Bible if you 
don’t mind.” 

His companion started to interrupt, but the leader stopped 
him. “We have a price on our heads, we two, I imagine, if 
that man upstate died.” He swallowed hard, as if he found 
it difficult to put into words what he was thinking. “I’ve 
been remembering—remembering what my mother taught 
me, and my teacher, too. Even though men are putting a 
price on our heads, Christ can put a promise in our hearts.” 
He smiled a rather sober smile at Sam. “Don’t worry! You 
won't find me with a gun in my hands again. See!” He 
tossed his weapon deep among the bushes that had grown 
up in the cellar-hole of the vanished house. “Better be go- 
ing on, Sam. And don’t forget to say a prayer for us. Might 
be we could become honest citizens again.” 

Sam climbed into his car. He started the engine and 
drove slowly out of the rough clearing. As he turned onto 
the abandoned road he glanced over at the two men. 

They were sitting on the fallen tree together now. The 
leader was reading. The words came to Sam clearly through 
the afternoon quiet of the deep woods. 

“Ho, every one who thirsts, come to the waters; and he 
who has no money, come, buy . . . without price.’” 

“They will take the right road. They will find a way to 
become honest citizens again.” Sam somehow felt very sure 
of it. He sang softly as he drove back to the highway and on 
to his destination. 


PART THREE 


INCIDENTS ABOUT THE BIBLE 


|. Singing the Bible 


Africa 


Tue hot sun of Africa shone down on the village church. 
The people were gathered for worship and were singing 
lustily. In the congregation this Sunday were the evange- 
lists who preached in the neighboring villages. 

The hymns they were singing were Christian hymns, but 
the words and tunes had come to them with the missionaries 
who first brought Christian teaching to that country. They 
did not sound in the least like African music. 

“I wish we had some truly African hymns,” said Mr. 
James, the missionary. “The spirituals from America that 
the Negro slaves created are more nearly African than any- 
thing else that we sing in church, but even they are not 
African tunes.” 

After the service was over, Mr. James spoke to his evan- 
gelists about it. Most of the evangelists had a Bible name in 
addition to their own African one. 

Abraham curled his toes around a piece of wood and 
thought heavily for a few moments. “No, Bwana. We have 
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no worship songs that could be used in Christian worship. 
We have only the old African chants. They would not do.” 

Peter and Methuselah and Joshua all said the same. They 
were quite firm about it. In fact, they were rather shocked 
at the idea of singing in church to the tunes of old Africa. 
Church seemed to call for the hymn tunes that had come to 
them along with Christian teaching from the missionaries. 

Every time Mr. James asked, he got the same reply. No 
songs could be sung to the old African tunes. There were 
none. At last he gave up trying. 

The time of year came for Mr. and Mrs. James to go out 
along the forest paths into the far villages to visit the evan- 
gelists and see how they were getting along in their teach- 
ing. How delighted were those teachers, far, far from the 
churches in the mission stations, to have a visit from the 
missionaries and to be able to talk with them! How they 
needed advice on their problems and difficulties! And how 
proudly they had the village children read and write and 
recite parts of the Bible for the honored guests! 

One day the travelers came to where Evangelist Abraham 
was living and teaching. Many were the greetings that 
passed among them. Then everyone sat down to talk. 

At first the children sat around the edges of the grown- 
up crowd to listen, but soon they got tired of conversation 
about what they didn’t understand at all. They slipped off 
and began one of their dancing-singing games. They sang 
gaily and clapped their hands joyfully as they stamped their 
feet and danced. 

Mr. and Mrs. James pricked up their ears and began to 
listen. 

“I have heard good news today!” 

“Oh! Who told you?” 

“God’s Messenger!” 

“Christian, oh, who told you?” 
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“God’s Messenger!” 

The children sang on and on. 

“Abraham”— Mr. James interrupted the conversation— 
“that is exactly what I have been asking for! There it is! An 
old, old African tune, but the words are Christian words.” 

Abraham looked surprised. “Is that what you meant? But, 
Bwana, that is nothing but an old tune that everyone knows. 
We often make up verses about the Bible and verses telling 
the Bible stories and fit them to that tune. The children 
love to sing the Bible stories, and so I have arranged many 
for them. But I did not understand that that was what you 
wanted.” 

Abraham called the children closer. “Come,” he said, “and 
sing for our guests the verses that tell the story of Jesus 
blessing the children.” Abraham turned to Mr. and Mrs. 
James. “The children made up these words themselves,” he 
said proudly. 

So the children clapped and stamped and danced with joy 
as they sang the Bible stories they had made into songs, ac- 
cording to the well loved pattern of their own African 
songs. 

When they had finished and had gone off to play, Abra- 
ham said thoughtfully, “We already sing through the Ten 
Commandments in school here. We sing all the stories of 
Jesus’ life that the children know. Sometimes I let them 
make up the verses. Perhaps those verses are not quite clear, 
but most of them are good.” He smiled. “They go home and 
sing the stories at home. And do you know, Bwana, people 
who wouldn’t come near our Christian preaching are com- 
ing to me privately? They ask me about this good news 
about which they hear their children singing songs.” 

Mr. and Mrs. James were delighted. They had found 
what they were looking for. 

When they went back to the mission station, they carried 
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with them the old African tune with its new Christian 
words. They sang it to the people in the church. 

“Why, this is our own music!” cried the listeners delight- 
edly. “This music speaks to our hearts!” And almost at once 
they could sing the new words. 

Then they began to remember other old songs. They be- 
gan to fit Christian words to the old tunes. 

But most of all they still love the new-old song that the 
children in Abraham’s village sang. 

“I have heard good news today!” 

“Oh! Who told you?” 

“God’s Messenger!” 

“Christian, oh, who told you?” 

“God’s Messenger!” 

And they still love to go on with verse after verse, sing- 
ing the Bible stories and teachings, telling what God’s Word 
has taught them. 


2. Seven Vieces of Silk 


India 


Joun Box walked slowly through the crowds in the bazaar 
of a town of India. The people were gathering for a big 
mela, a religious fair, and everyone was happy. 

John wandered along the lines of booths. He stopped to 
buy some of the flat wheat bread that he liked so much. 
He tossed a copper coin to a man who was cooking sev, the 
hot, spicy, little crunchy bits of goodness that he ate as if 
they were peanuts. For a few minutes he watched a danc- 
ing bear solemnly performing to the great delight of the 
children and the grownups gathered around. People were 
shouting and calling to their friends. They were teasing and 
laughing at the little mishaps that happened to those who 
were setting up their camps and stalls. 

Now and again a fakir, a religious wanderer, came by. 
With downcast eyes he would walk along, holding out his 
bowl for the devout to place within it whatever food they 
cared to spare for him. Other fakirs sat in quiet thought 
about the gods, underneath a tree or beside the roadway. 
They took no part in the fair, but every morning and every 
evening they made some offering to the gods of the place. 

John Box was a religious wanderer, too, but of a different 
sort. He, too, went from fair to fair. He took with him, 
wherever he went, a big package of books. He had Bibles 
and New Testaments. He had copies of Matthew and Mark 
and Luke and John and the Acts and the Epistles printed 
in the language of the people of that part of India. They 
were gay little booklets in pink and green and blue and 
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yellow and red and purple covers. Each little booklet had 
a different color. 

“You are drawing water to quench your thirst,” John 
would call out as he came to the big well where people 
were busy drawing water in their big earthenware jars. 
“Here is something to satisfy the thirst of your souls! Buy 
these little books. They will tell you of Jesus, who is like 
water to those who are thirsty.” 

Often someone would bring out a little copper coin and 
buy a booklet and go away reading it. Sometimes someone 
would be curious about what John had said and ask him to 
explain more about it. Then John would stand at the well- 
curb and preach of Jesus and of God’s love. 

As he saw offerings of water being poured over the stone 
images of the gods, John would say softly, “You have 
traveled many miles, good pilgrims, to make offerings and 
to seek forgiveness of the gods for your sins. Here is a 
book that will tell you of the great and only God, who so 
loved sinful mankind that he sent his own Son to save them 
from their sins. Buy and read, and find forgiveness and 
peace.” 

Then perhaps one of the pilgrims, whose search for God 
had been long and fruitless as he wandered from holy place 
to holy place, would lift weary eyes to John. And John 
would squat down beside him on the dusty grass and talk 
to him of God. He would tell him of the Bible that brings 
God’s message of love and forgiveness. 

It was on the second day of the mela that a smiling fakir 
came up to John. 

“Greetings! A thousand greetings!” he said, joining his 
hands to salaam to John, as if he were an old and well loved 
friend. “I have been looking for you, O Seller-of-Books, for 
almost a year.” 

John returned the greeting and wracked his brain to try 
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to remember who the man might be. No memory came to 
enlighten him. 

“You do not remember me? Why should you? One among 
thousands. But I will remind you and you will remember,” 
said the fakir. 

“Wait!” said John. “It was at a mela—” 

“At Jalpech!” prompted the fakir. 

“And I sold you a Gospel.” John was beginning to recall 
the time and the man. 

“The Gospel of Luke,” supplied the fakir. “And ever 
since then I have been traveling from one mela to another, 
trying to find you. I want another booklet of the same na- 
ture, if there is one.” He looked earnestly at John. “This 
Gospel of Luke—it is a book very, very good for the soul.” 

“So I, too, have found it,” agreed John. “And there are 
three others much like it, by Matthew and Mark and John.” 

“Then I will buy. But first come with me to my little 
hut,” said the fakir, “and I will show you something.” 

They walked through the gay, clamoring, chattering 
crowds of people, hearing none of their noise. They talked 
instead of the story that Luke had written down. 

“Never, never have I heard such an account,” said the 
fakir. “And you said that it is true, not just written down 
for the amazement of people?” 

“It is a true account,” John assured him. 

“Wonderful! Wonderful!” murmured the fakir. “See you, 
O Seller-of-Books. For many years I have wandered. From 
the shrines of South India to the holy places in the high 
mountains where snow lies have I gone. From the steamy 
delta of the Ganges to the place where the sun sets like a 
ball of fire in the great salt water have I traveled, seeking 
peace and understanding—ever seeking peace and the 
knowledge of God. And all in vain. Then, on a day, your 
voice came to my ears, offering a little booklet for sale. Be- 
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cause it was small and cheap and the color of the cover 
pleased my eyes, I bought the little Gospel of Luke. I found 
in its pages what I had searched for through long years of 
my life.” 

They had come to the tiny leaf-and-branch shelter that 
the fakir had made for himself. In it were a couple of 
blankets, some foodstuff, and a small wooden box, hidden in 
a hole dug in the earth of the floor. 

“Sit,” invited the fakir. 

The two men squatted down facing each other on the 
smooth earth. 

The fakir put the box between them. With reverent hands 
he opened it. Inside was something wrapped in a brilliant 
piece of green silk. 

The fakir slipped the silk wrapping from the package. A 
red silk wrapping lay beneath. 

“Wonder what he has, all wrapped up in silk,” said John 
to himself. “Must be some jewel or some relic from a shrine. 
I’ve never seen anything done up like this. Reminds me of 
the blue and red covering they sometimes put on the sacred 
Hindu books in the temples.” 

Off came the red silk wrapping. Below was another, 
shimmering with soft color. 

Then came a fourth and a fifth and a sixth and, at last, 
a seventh! 

The package was tiny now, and John’s curiosity was high. 
Seven pieces of silk! What could it be that had to have such 
honor in its wrappings! It must be something of extreme 
value! 

Now the fakir was removing the last piece of silk. John 
could see what lay in the man’s hands, with the silk flowing 
away from under it. It was the little Gospel of Luke, worn 
with much reading but clean as the day on which it was 


bought. 
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“Every day,” said the fakir, “I open this holy book. I 


read a few sentences in it. Then I preach to my followers 
about its teachings. Seller-of-Books, my heart turns with 
love and longing to Jesus. You are a follower of his. I, too, 
would follow him, for he is the only true way to God. And 
through him I find God and forgiveness and peace.” 

John’s heart sang, for there is no happiness greater than 
the happiness of having helped someone to know of God 
and to become a follower of Jesus. Forgotten were all the 
weary hours when no one seemed interested in his message. 
Forgotten were the days when no one would buy the books. 

Far into the night they talked, the Seller-of-Books and 
the new disciple of Jesus. 

When the mela ended and John went on to the next place, 
he left behind in the hands of the new Christian more copies 
of the Gospel of Luke. “Give them to your followers,” he 
said, “that those who can do so may read for themselves.” 
And to the fakir he gave a Gospel of Matthew. “Read it,” he 
told him, “and think about its message until such time as 
we two can meet once more.” 


3. The Prize Bible 


India 


TEACHER Miss Sahiba stood up in front of the school. “A 
great honor has come to our school,” she said smiling. “Let 
me tell you about it.” 

All the little girls sitting cross-legged on the mission 
school floor looked up to listen. They were proud of their 
school and they thought it the very finest in all the coun- 
try of India. 

“You know,” said the Miss Sahiba, “that a new transla- 
tion of the Bible has been made into Urdu.” Urdu was the 
language that all the little girls spoke, so of course they had 
heard about it. “The translation is finished,” went on the 
Miss Sahiba. “It has been printed on pages. The pages have 
been bound into books.” 

Everyone smiled. What a happy thing that was! Murriam 
asked a question. “Could we see a copy?” 

“Many copies!” said the Miss Sahiba. “But this is the 
wonderful piece of news. Listen well! The very first, yes, 
the very first Bible to be finished was set to one side. It was 
taken to His Excellency the Viceroy. His Excellency the 
Viceroy has written his name in it, and another name as 
well. What name do you think he has written?” 

No one could guess. 

“Because our school is one of the best in India, this first 
Bible is to be given to one of the girls of our school—the one 
who was at the top of the class. Her name was sent to the 
Viceroy, and he has written her name in the new Bible. 
That name is Yasmeen!” 
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Yasmeen’s black eyes opened wide with surprise. She 
could hardly believe it. She had won first place! And her 
name had been written into the first Bible of the new Urdu 
translation. What an honor! 

Everyone began to talk at once. Everyone was delighted. 
Everyone loved Yasmeen and was glad of the honor that 
had come to her. 

“That is not all,” said the Miss Sahiba. 

Everyone stopped talking. No one moved a finger or 
shook a tinkling bracelet or rustled a garment. 

“The Bible is to come here to the school. It is to be given 
as a gift to Yasmeen.” 

“Oh! Oh!” whispered Yasmeen. “To be my very own!” 

“It has in it Yasmeen’s name and the name of His Excel- 
lency the Viceroy,” said Teacher Miss Sahiba. “It is precious 
also because it is the very first of the new Bibles.” 

The girls could hardly wait for the Bible to come to the 
school. Each one wanted to see it. Each one wanted to read 
it. Even the little ones worked hard to learn to read some 
of the Bible verses from the lesson books so that when the 
Bible came they would be able to read them. They knew 
that Yasmeen would let them look at her prize before she 
took it home. 

At last the postman, when he came striding up the long 
tree-lined walk to the school, carried the long-awaited par- 
cel. “This must be something of importance,” said he. “Some 
one has to sign for it.” 

All the girls, talking at once, told him what it was. They 
knew the postman well. Was he not the father of Murriam, 
and did he not greet each one by name on Sunday mornings 
when they came to church school? 

“I should like to see it some day,” he said. “But today I 
cannot wait. There are many letters in my bag yet to be 
delivered.” He hurried down the road. 
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The girls all crowded round Teacher Miss Sahiba as she 
opened the package. They all danced with excitement as 
the seals were broken and the string cut and the package 
opened. And then they saw it! There it lay on the lap of the 
Miss Sahiba—the new Urdu Bible! 

She lifted it up. “Look!” she said. And then, “I think that 
we will let Yasmeen open it first,” she added. 

Yasmeen ran quickly to wash her hands, and the Miss 
Sahiba smiled with approval. “That is good. We honor our 
Bibles when we do not touch them with soiled hands,” she 
said. Yasmeen was soon back and standing before her. 

Yasmeen took the Bible. She held it in her own hands. 
Slowly she opened it to the front, and there where all could 
see was her name and the name of His Excellency, the 
Viceroy of all India. Yasmeen drew in a long breath. 

Then she looked troubled. 

“Teacher Miss Sahiba, it is a most beautiful book. And 
in my home there is no place to keep such a treasure. The 
roof sometimes leaks when the rain comes. Only in the 
chest is anything safe. If it is put in the chest, it will be 
hard to get when we want it.” 

Now that very thing had been bothering Teacher Miss 
Sahiba. She knew just what kind of home Yasmeen lived 
in. The new Bible would not last very long there. Of that 
she was sure. 

“Would you like the Bible to be kept here at the school?” 
she asked softly. “Is that what you would like, Yasmeen?” 

“Oh, yes!” Yasmeen looked up happily. “It would be 
quite safe here. We could all read from it.” 

Then Yasmeen had another idea. “I will take some beau- 
tiful blue cloth my mother has given me,” she said. “T will 
make a cover for the Bible.” 

“That will be exactly right,” agreed the Miss Sahiba. 

So Yasmeen sewed busily in the days that followed. Her 
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mother helped her to cut the blue linen cloth to the right 
size. And with tiny, tiny stitches, so small that you could 
hardly see them, Yasmeen made the cover. 

When it was done, her mother helped her to slip the cor- 
ners of the Bible into the right places and the blue cover 
fitted as smoothly as the brown skin lay on Yasmeen’s own 
soft, pretty hands. “Ah, how handsome!” admired her 
mother. 

“A beautiful cover for a most precious book,” agreed her 
father. 

Yasmeen’s family were at school the next day. They had 
come to be present when the Bible was dedicated and put 
in its place of honor. 

There was a little service of worship. The girls sang 
praise to God. One of the older ones read from the new 
Bible, opening it on the stand where it had been placed. 
Then Yasmeen, dressed in her best clothing, all green with 
golden threads woven into the borders, stood up beside the 
Bible. She laid her slender little hand on the open book. 

“Dear Lord,” she prayed, “it is wonderful to have this 
new Bible in our own dear Urdu language. We are proud 
to have the very first copy that was finished and ready for 
people to use. We are going to keep the Bible here. We 
are going to read it every day. Bless us and help us to under- 
stand its teachings. We ask for Jesus’ sake, Amen.” 

After the service everyone went to have a look at the 
beautiful Bible. Each girl read a verse from it. Even the 
littlest ones read the verses they had been practicing. 

Then the Bible was closed. It lay quiet on the stand. Its 
blue cover shone in the fingers of sunlight that touched it. 

Yasmeen sighed with happiness because of the honor that 
had come to the school and to her, and mostly because she 
had thought of a way for all the girls to be able to use the 
precious gift that had been given to her. 


4. Candy Bars ov Bibles? 


United States 


Laurens had a new Bible. It was the pride of his heart. 
He was a third-grader in one of the many schools up and 
down Pioneer Valley. He was really too young to read a 
Bible much, but he loved it just the same. He even carried 
it to weekday church school class with him. 

One day, one of the boys from an older class came to 
the weekday class. It was at a time when Germany and 
Japan were not yet recovered from the second big war. A 
great many people in those countries had lost their Bibles. 
Many Bibles had been destroyed. People had no money 
yet to buy Bibles. They wanted very much to have them. 

“David has something to say to you, boys and girls. It is 
a message from the eighth grade,” said the teacher, Mrs. 
Russell. “Let’s hear what it is.” 

David stood up in front. “Our class has been studying 
about how Bibles are needed in Germany and Japan,” he 
said. “Do you know that whole families and whole villages 
don’t have even one copy of the Bible?” 

“Why don’t they get them?” asked Laurens. “Why don't 
the mothers and fathers buy them for their children?” 

“There aren't any in the stores. And these families don't 
have money to get enough food for their children. They 
don’t have money for anything. But they want Bibles,” 
said David. 

“So what?” asked Laurens. Laurens always asked awk- 
ward questions. 

“Just hold your horses,” said David. “That’s what I came 
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to tell you. Our class is going to have a money box in our 
classroom. We are going to put money into it for sending 
Bibles to Japan and Germany. We want to have forty dol- 
lars by the end of the year. We thought maybe some of the 
rest of you would like to have a money box, too.” 

“I don’t have any extra money,” said Laurens. 

David looked at him and grinned. “What about that 
candy bar I saw you eating yesterday?” 

Laurens blushed. “But that was—well, it was—anyway, 
I had to have a candy bar!” he said. “You wouldn't expect 
me to do without a candy bar!” 

“We are having fun doing without candy bars,” said 
David. “And giving part of our allowance. And earning 
money. But that’s up to each one. You don’t have to, you 
know.” 

Laurens said nothing. But his red head bent over his 
desk, and his mouth took on a stubborn line. He wasn’t 
going to give up his beloved candy bars. He had one 
every day. 

The third grade talked it over. They found out more 
about those places where Bibles were needed so badly. 
Most everyone in the class wanted to have a money box 
and do something about it. Laurens sulked in the back seat. 

Mrs. Russell asked him to stay a minute after class. 
“Laurens,” she said, “the children in your class have de- 
cided to have the box. But I don’t want you to put a penny 
into it. Not one penny from you!” She smiled at him. 

Laurens stared. “Why not?” 

“Because this is a gift of love. It is a gift from those who 
want others to have Bibles more than they want to have 
things for themselves. And no one is to make an unhappy 
gift. Just forget about it. No one will know who puts in 
money and who doesn't.” She smiled again and pushed him 
out the door. “Run along. And be happy.” 
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Laurens cheered up. He most especially enjoyed his 
candy bar that day. The next day he had one, too. His pal 
Henry didn't. “I think,” said Henry, “Ill put my candy bar 
money into the Bible box on one day each week. I wonder 
how much money we could save?” 

Every once in a while someone went up to the box and 
put a coin in, a penny or a nickel or a dime. No one knew 
whether any child failed to do so. No one kept track of 
who was giving and who wasn't. 

Laurens was coming to school one day when he saw 
something shiny on the sidewalk. It was a half-dollar! A 
whole half-dollar! He began to figure how many candy bars 
it would buy. Laurens had a real passion for candy bars. 

Then he had a thought. “T could put it into the Bible box. 
It wouldn't cost me a cent. I still have my own candy bar 
money. But I'll change it to nickels first.” 

Laurens waited until all the children were in. Then he 
walked up to the money box. He began dropping nickels 
in. One after another till ten nickels had gone in. Every- 
one was watching him. He went back, flushed and trium- 
phant, to his seat. 

But later, when he was in the dime store buying some 
crayons to take home, he felt a little uncomfortable. He 
fingered the crayons, and it came clear in his mind. 

“It wasn’t fair,” he said. “They thought I’d done without 
to help buy Bibles, and I hadn’t at all. It was money some- 
one had lost. It wasn’t my present at all.” 

Laurens put down the crayons. He stuck the dime back 
into his pocket and went out of the store. That evening he 
hunted up the stubs of crayons from among his playthings. 
There were plenty for the coloring he wanted to do. 

His dime went into the money box. Laurens felt good all 
over. He’d really done something to help those faraway 
people have Bibles. He’d made a gift of love. 
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The weeks went by. School came to an end. But before 
it was over, David came back to the third grade. “We got 
our forty dollars!” he said with shining eyes. “The eighth 
grade has its forty dollars. We never thought we could do 
it, but we did!” 

Everyone cheered. 

“The most important thing is that if we hadn't done it, 
the Bibles that money will buy would never have gone to 
Germany and Japan,” David went on. “Now listen. We are 
going to put a report in the paper about how much all the 
classes together have done. It was our special project, but 
wouldn’t it be wonderful if all the classes together had 
eighty dollars! Forty from us and forty from the rest of you.” 

“It couldn't be,” said Laurens. “That’s too much money.” 

When the report came out, Laurens listened to it, hardly 
believing what his dad read from the paper. “All the classes 
together have given two hundred and sixty-six dollars to 
buy Bibles for the Germans and the Japanese.” 

“Two hundred and sixty-six dollars! Whew!” said Laurens. 

That was the beginning. It happened in 1951. 

School began again in the fall. Laurens was in the fourth 
grade now. When someone asked Mrs. Russell if they were 
going to have a money box for Bibles again, she smiled. 
“That’s up to you,” she said. “Yes, if you want to. No, if 
you don't.” 

Laurens spoke up. “I say yes,” he said. “But we are in 
the fourth grade now, and we can do better than last year. 
We could earn some money. My uncle has a horse and he 
will let me curry him every week. He said so.” 

“Tll bring my church offering,” said Susie. 

There was silence. 

“It would make us a lot of money,” said Bill, “if we all 
did that.” 

“Think about it,” said Mrs. Russell. 
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“I think not,” said Laurens, after a while. “Our church 
uses that money we bring for special things. And if we 
don’t take it there, what will they do?” 

“It really would be the church giving the Bible money,” 
said Bill uneasily. 

Susie spoke up. “I just didn’t think. Let’s make a rule. 
Any money we bring must be from our allowance.” 

“I don't get one,” said Tom, “but I can earn some.” 

“My dad gives me money to spend any way I like. I can 
save some of that,” said Bill. 

So they made their rule: Money must be saved by doing 
without luxuries, or be from allowances, or be earned, or 
be part of gifts they received. 

The other classes of schools all over the valley liked the 
rules. They all adopted them. They all had money boxes. 

By June, there was much more than two hundred dollars 
in the boxes. 

1953 came along. Laurens and the rest of his class were 
now in the fifth grade. 

“Let’s make posters,” said Laurens, “to put in lots of 
classrooms so others will want to send Bibles, too.” 

They did, and even the high school boys and girls be- 
came interested. 

That June, when the gifts of the three years were added 
up, the amount came to more than a thousand dollars! 

“Do you want to go on?” asked Mrs. Russell the next 
fall. Laurens was a sixth-grader now. 

“Sure!” they all voted, and the project was on for an- 
other year. 

“I'm going to keep a list of the way the boys and girls 
get the money,” said Laurens. “Kids in other places might 
be interested. All you guys let me know when you hear of 
some new way of making money for our money boxes.” 

Laurens kept a list. He headed it: “Things We Did to 
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Earn Money.” It began: “I curried Uncle’s horse once a 
week. Susie didn’t buy ice cream. Lolita made Christmas 
wreaths and sold them. Jack saved money to buy a water 
pistol, but that money went into the Bible box. June sold 
magazine subscriptions. Lorraine washed dishes. Marie 
made beds for a neighbor. Donald took on a paper route.” 

His list grew and grew. The people of Pioneer Valley 
became interested. When they had jobs they wanted done, 
they called up the boys and girls. “Like to make a quarter 
for your Bible box?” they'd say. 

Laurens was the most enthusiastic of the whole group. 
When 1954 came and they had reached three thousand 
dollars, they were invited to be on a local television pro- 
gram in celebration. Laurens took part in it. 

He liked to go to the new classes and tell about the 
project. 

“Aren't you getting tired of it?” someone asked him. 

“Tired? Of sending Bibles where people don’t have them? 
I should say not!” said Laurens. “This year we are sending 
the money for Bibles for Hungarian refugees. They’ve lost 
*most everything they had. But we can see to it that they 
have Bibles.” 

It was June of 1957. Laurens was in the group that added 
up the total for the years. “$5,500.00,” Laurens wrote down. 
“And to think I once thought buying a candy bar was more 
fun than giving Bibles to people across the seas. I sure was 
a dumb little kid.” 

“Not dumb, just natural,” said Mrs. Russell. “You hadn’t 
tried out giving. Remember how our Lord said that giving 
is a happier thing than getting?” 

“We've proved that,” said Laurens. “I wonder how much 
well collect next year.” 


5. The Blind Leper 


Latin America 


AnTOoNIO lived in a leper colony. He had been there for 
years and years. Antonio was a leper. Nothing had been 
able to stop the disease. 

Yet Antonio was a happy leper. For one thing he was a 
Christian. For a second reason he could read, and none of 
the other lepers could do that. For a third thing he had a 
Bible. Antonio’s greatest joy was to read the Bible to the 
other lepers. 

One day he noticed that he was having trouble reading. 
His eyes bothered him. It was not long before he became 
very anxious about it. The doctor looked at his eyes. He 
spoke very slowly, as though he hated to let the words 
come from his lips. “You are going blind, Antonio. There’s 
nothing we can do about it.” 

Antonio sat still, as if he were frozen. Blind! He would be 
a blind leper! No longer would he be able to find his way 
from hut to hut carrying his Bible. No longer would he be 
able to read to the other lepers from its precious pages. 

For days Antonio sat in miserable silence. How could he 
bear itP But one day a thought came to him. His eyes were 
getting dim, but he was not yet blind. His mind was as 
clear as ever. “I can learn some of the Bible,” thought 
Antonio. “Then, when I am blind, I can still find my way 
from house to house and I can recite the words of the Bible 
to my friends who love to hear them.” 

He took his Bible in his hands. What part should he 
choose to learn first? Antonio turned page after page. How 
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he loved this psalm! How majestic were these words from 
Isaiah! What wonderful teaching Jesus gave in this chapter! 
The story of Paul was so loved by his comrades! Which 
should he learn first? 

Antonio murmured, “Which has a place in my heart? 
Which verses are worth putting there forever?” He chose 
first one passage, then another, and a third. He began to 
learn the first passage. He worked hard. Soon—because it 
does not take long to learn what you really want to—he 
could say it without a mistake. He began on the second. 
Not long after he was working on the third. 

When his friends heard what he was doing, they began 
to hobble to his hut. 

“Antonio,” an old man said, “are you learning the Eighth 
Psalm? Because I must have that one.” 

“Not yet,” said Antonio, “but I will learn it next.” 

The old man went away satisfied, and a group of children 
came running up. 

“Learn about Jesus and the children,” they begged. 
“Learn about the shepherds and the wise men.” 

“I will learn, and you must learn with me,” said Antonio. 

“Are you planning to learn the Ten Commandments?” 
asked a father. 

“It is on my list,” answered Antonio. 

“We must have the Shepherd Psalm,” said one of the 
mothers. 

“I have already learned it,” smiled Antonio. 

“Do you know the words of Jesus about the heavenly 
home?” asked an old woman. She was suffering a great deal, 
and how she loved Jesus’ words about God’s house in which 
there would be room for all! 

“I will learn it,” promised Antonio. 

So, day after day, he put into his heart and into his mind 
Bible passages that those leper Christians loved. 
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As his eyes became dimmer, he read less and spent more 
time learning. Then at last came the day to which he had 
looked forward with such sorrow. When he opened his 
Bible, not one word could he make out. 

But somehow he was not so sad as he had thought he 
would be. “The days of learning are over,” he said to him- 
self. “Now I can give the message to others.” 

Antonio could still see to find his way to the huts of his 
friends. With the clear sunlight falling on his smiling face, 
he went forth. As he came to the hut of his nearest friend, 
the same old greeting rang out that he had heard so often. 

“Antonio is come! Antonio is here! He will speak to us 
from God’s Word! Welcome! Welcome!” 

Antonio sat down. His useless eyes could not see to read. 
But his voice was firm as he began to repeat verse after 
beloved verse from the book he loved best. 

“When God’s Word is in our hearts it is good,” he said. 

And those gathered around to hear agreed with him. 
“God’s Word in our hearts. That is good,” they said. 


©. Headaches of a Translator 


“How can we say camel in the language the Eskimos use?” 
wondered the translators of the Bible in the far North. 
“There is no such word in this language, and nobody in this 
part of the world has ever seen such an animal.” That was 
before the days of moving pictures. The translators rubbed 
their puzzled heads. 

The same thing has happened all over the world—on the 
shores of the highest lake in the world, far back in the 
jungles of steamy tropics, on faraway islands, or in the 
desolate, frozen, desert plateaus of inland China. Every 
time a translator has sat down to put the Bible into some 
other language, he has worked until his head fairly ached, 
trying to find the right words. “How shall I say thisP What 
is the word for that? How shall I express this idea so that 
it means anything at all to a people that have never had it?” 

Here are a few of the words that translators have found 
it hard to translate, and here are some of the ways in which 
words and ideas have finally been translated: 


“By the grace of God,” a translator in the South Sea 
Islands read in his English Bible. And in another place, “the 
Lord be gracious unto thee.” 

“Is there any way of saying that in the language of the 
people of these islands? Is there any way of saying it and 
expressing the real meaning of it?” 

Finally a word was found. It meant a gift. But not just 
any gift. Oh, no! It meant more than that. 
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It meant a free gift—one that the person receiving it 
had not earned in any way at all. Nor did he have to pay 
for it. But it meant even more than that. 

It meant a gift of kindness displayed to someone who 
deserved exactly the opposite. 

Now, however in the world did the translator find that 
word? 

He first heard the expression one day when he gave 
something to a man. His South Sea friends objected. 

“Why,” they protested, “did you give that man that ob- 
ject? He is your enemy!” 

And then they used the long-sought-after word. “You 
have displayed kindness to someone who deserved the exact 
opposite—Nau ku efea goo!” 


“Have they no word for saved?” the translator worried. 
“Jesus saves us from our sins. It is one of the most im- 
portant truths in the Bible. We must have the right word 
for save.” 

For months he questioned one person after another. But 
it was in vain. 

Then one day a hunter came home, badly wounded but 
able to recover. “I was attacked by a lion,” he reported 
excitedly. “But some other hunters came along and I was 
saved.” 

“Ah!” said the translator. “He was attacked, but he was 
saved! There is my word!” 

“Master,” said his helpers, “now we understand what you 
mean by the teaching about Jesus saving people. All these 
months you have been trying to teach it to us, but the words 
meant nothing. Surely this is the word that we must put 
down in the writing of the Bible into our language. This is 
the word that will speak to the hearts of our people.” 
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Here are some questions that translators in different parts 
of the world have had to ask themselves, and here also are 
the answers they found: 


What word shall we use for gate? 
The mouth-of-the-road. 

And what for east? 
Where-morning-is-born. 

How shall we say our conscience? 
Heart-knowing-evil. 

What about clouds? 
Darkness-of-rain. 

What shall we do about kissP The people here do not kiss 

one another. 

They blow-in-the-ear. 

As white as snow just doesn’t mean a thing. 
But white-as-egrets does. 


7. Translation on Top of a Ladder 


Northern Rhodesia 


“Worps! Words! Words!” groaned Dr. Edwin Smith. “If I 
only had the words, I could get this translation done in a 
hurry.” 

Dr. Smith and his African helpers were busy putting the 
Bible into the Ila language, so that the people who spoke 
that tongue could read and understand it. 

One of the African helpers looked at Dr. Smith with 
sympathy. “Too many words needed for our Ila language,” 
he suggested. “Not have words in Ila for some thoughts. 
Not understand what words in your language mean.” 

“I know’—Dr. Smith tapped the table with his pencil— 
“but there are words for some of the ideas if we could just 
find them.” 

“This English word trust.” The African returned to their 
problem. ““What time I am afraid, I will put my trust in 
thee.’ Trust! No word for that in my language.” 

Again and again Dr. Smith tried to explain the meaning 
of trust. He put it one way; he put it another way. But not 
with all his explanations could he make the idea clear 
enough to get a word for trust from his companions. 

Dr. Smith stretched his arms above his head. “Enough 
for one day,” he said. “Let’s get to work and paper that 
room.” 

Missionaries have to be jacks-of-all-trades. They have to 
know how to do everything, from treating snakebite to 
translating the Bible. 

The African men and boys looked doubtfully at the wall- 
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paper. They had no idea how to get it onto the wall. So 
presently Dr. Smith was perched on top of a very rickety 
ladder, pasting wallpaper onto the wall. 

The workmen looked at him with admiration. They stood 
around to watch the missionary work at something they 
themselves could not do at all. 

Dr. Smith listened to their softly spoken remarks, amused 
by what they were saying while they thought him too busy 
working to hear them. 

Then suddenly he stiffened to attention. What was that 
he had just heard? 

He repeated the words of one of the workmen in his 
own mind. 

“Tf I were the missionary, I wouldn't trust my life to 
that old ladder. He'll break his neck.’” 

Trust! The word he'd been asking and asking and asking 
for! There it was! 

He turned around on the ladder. ““What time I am 
afraid, I will put my trust in thee,” he said, using the Ia 
word that the workman had just used. 

The men stared at him. Then one of the African helpers 
gave a shout. 

“Trust! Is that what your English word means, Bwana?” 
He said the Bible verse over and over, putting in the Ila 
word. ““What time I am afraid, I will put my trust in 
thee.” Again and again he said it, thinking hard. “Now I 
know what you are talking about, Bwana. Now we know 
what you mean when you say ‘trust God.” 

Dr. Smith went on with his paper hanging. The paste was 
wet and the paper would be ruined if he stopped. But he 
could hardly wait to get down off that ladder to which he 
was trusting his life and write down his new-found word 
in its place in the Bible translation he was making in the 
Ila language. 


PART FOUR 
BIBLE WORDS IN MANY TONGUES 


1. The Lord’s Prayer 


ALFRED the Great was king of England. That was before 
the year a.p. 1000. In fact, it was a little more than a 
thousand years ago. 

King Alfred was a valiant soldier. He threw back the 
Danish raiders and brought peace to England. 

He was a good man and a good king. In addition to being 
good, he was wise. Valiant, good, and wise] 

Alfred was a Christian. He wanted his people to be Chris- 
tian. He spent much time translating parts of the Bible into 
Anglo-Saxon, which was the language used in those days in 
that part of the world. 

You all know the Lord’s Prayer. Would you like to see 
how it looked in the Anglo-Saxon of King Alfred’s day? On 
the next page you will find this Anglo-Saxon version. Be- 
side it we are printing the same Lord’s Prayer in what is 
called Early English. That was the language used in Eng- 
land years later. You will find some words that you can 
make out in each of the translations. Try pronouncing the 
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sounds. When our iche-days-bred is put into today’s English, 
it is spelled our each day’s bread. As we repeat the Lord's 
Prayer today we say our daily bread. 

Try to make out some of the other words and phrases. 

Following these two versions, you will find the Lord’s 
Prayer as Tyndale wrote it, a modern translation by Good- 
speed, the prayer as given in the Revised Standard Version 
of the Bible, and the way in which it appears in French and 


Spanish. 


Anglo-Saxon Version 
Uren Fader dhis art in heof- 


nas, 

Sic gehalged dhin noma, 

To oymedh dhin ric, 

Sic dhin uuilla sue is in heof- 
nas and in eardho. 

Vren hlaf ofer uuirthe sel vs 
to daeg, 

And forgef us scylda urna, 

Sue uue forgefan sculdgun 
vrum, 

And no inleadh vridk in cost- 
nung al gefrig vrich from 
i 


Early English Version 


Fader oure that art in heve, 


I-halgeed be thi nome, 

I-cume thi kinereiche 

Y-worthe thi wylle also is in 
hevene so be on erthe, 

Our iche-days-bred gif us 
today, 

And forgif us oure gultes, 

Also we forgifet oure gultare, 


And ne led ows nowth into 
fondyngge, Auth ales ows 
of harme, 


So be hit. 


From Tyndale’s Version 


O oure father which arte in heven, 


Halowed be thy name. 
Let thy kyngdo come. 


Thy wyll be fulfilled, as well in erth, as hit ys in heven. 
Geve vs this daye oure dayly breade. 
And forgeve vs oure treaspases, evé as we forgeve thé which 


treaspas vs. 
Leede vs not into temptacion. 


But delyvre vs ffrom yvell, Amen. 
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A Modern Translation 


Our Father in heaven, 

Your name be revered! 

Your kingdom come! 

Your will be done on earth as it is done in heaven! 

Give us today bread for the day, 

And forgive us our debts, as we have forgiven our debtors. 
And do not subject us to temptation, 

But save us from the evil one. 


The Revised Standard Version 


Our Father who art in heaven, 
Hallowed be thy name. 
Thy kingdom come, 
Thy will be done, 
On earth as it is in heaven. 
Give us this day our daily bread; 
And forgive us our debts, 
As we also have forgiven our debtors; 
And lead us not into temptation, 
But deliver us from evil. 


In French 


Notre Pére qui es aux cieux; que ton nom soit sanctifié; 

Que ton régne vienne; que ta volonté soit faite sur la terre comme 
au ciel; 

Donne-nous aujourd’hui notre pain quotidien, 

Et pardonne-nous nos offenses, comme aussi nous pardonnons a 
ceux qui nous ont offensés; 

Et ne nous induis pas en tentation; mais délivre-nous du mal; car 
cest A toi quappartiennent dans tous les siécles le régne, la 

puissance et la gloire. Amen. 
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In Spanish 


Padre nuestro, que estas en los cielos: sea santificado tu nombre. 

Venga tu reino: sea hecha tu voluntad, como en el cielo, asi tam- 
bién en la tierra. 

Danos hoy nuestro pan cotidiano. 

Y perdénanos nuestras deudas, como también nosotros perdon- 
amos 4 nuestros deudores. 

Y no nos metas en tentacién, mas libranos de mal; porque tuyo es 
el reino, y el poder, y la gloria, por todos los siglos. Amen. 


2. James 1:22 in Vline Languages 


ENGLISH 
Be ye doers of the word, and not hearers only. 


DANISH 
Men vorder Ordets Ggrere og ikke alene dets H¢rere. 


DUTCH 
En weest daders des woords en niet alleen hoorders. 


FRENCH 
Mettez en pratique la parole, et ne vous contentez pas de 
Yécouter. 


GERMAN 
Seid aber Thiter de Worts, und nicht Horer allein. 


ITALIAN 
E siate facitori della parola, e non solo uditori. 


POLISH 
A badzcie czynicielmi stowa, a nie stuchaczami tylko. 


SPANISH 
Mas sed hacedores de la palabra, y no tan solamente oidores. 


SWEDISH 
Men varen ordets gorare, och icke allenast dess hérare. 


BIBLE WORDS IN MANY TONGUES 183 


3. Talking Birch Bark 


Over a hundred years ago, James Evans went as a mission- 
ary to the Cree Indians who lived around Lake Winnipeg 
in Canada. The first thing he had to do was to learn their 
language. Then he invented an alphabet for them, with a 
system of signs for the sounds of their language. He whittled 
the signs out of wood and made little clay moulds of each. 
Into the moulds he poured melted lead from the lining of 
tea chests. So he got his type. He used birch bark for paper, 
and ink he made from soot and fish oil. His printing press 
was the press for storing furs, in the store of the Hudson’s 
Bay Company post. The Indian women sewed the birch- 
bark leaves together to make the first books in Cree. 

The Indians learned to read the printed signs easily. How 
surprised they were when they understood the meaning of 
the words they read! “The birch bark talks,” they said. 

The Cree alphabet is still in use. You will find a story 
about it on page 33 of this book. 
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